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LA BRETAGNE 



TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE 

ALITTLE wayside junction, and an hour to wait in 
tfae pouring rain I Not a pleasant prospect, you 
will agree^ and yet . . • well^ I will tell you about it 

We were on our way to the Pardon of Saint Yves, 
«The Pardon of the Poor," at Tr^ier, and the con- 
nection we oi^ht to hâve made at Saint Brieuc had 
not proved satisfactory. So there we were under the 
dripping roof, with nothing to do for the next sixty 
long minâtes, but tnm over the picture post-cards and 
pape» on the poor little stall. 

The post-cards were the worst we had yet corne 
across ; so were the papers, which is saying a good deal, 
and we were just tuming away, when my eye fell on 
a small volume on the second shelC It was standing 
between ^One Hundred VfBys to cook Eggs" and a very 
objectîonable novd that I had sampled the day before. 
Why I took it down I cannot say ; it was in the usual 
paper cover, with nothing to distinguish it from the 
books above and below. Perhaps its title caught my 
cyc^ "Au Pays des Pardons;'' peiiiaps a désire arose 
te know something of this Brittany, where every English- 
man has travelled, and yet of which he knows nothing 
but the name. 

Pa)ring the woman her three francs-fifty, I rettred to 
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the driest seat I could find, and he^Ln to eut the pagea 
. . • I always think that one gets the truest idea of a 
book in those glimpses caught as the kntfe slits np the 
folds of the paper. Thèse first impressions resemble 
the intuitive likes and dislikes that we feel for fresh 
acquaintances, and are seldom mistaken. 

I liked my book before I had eut through the in- 
troduction, I loved it as I finished the Pardon of the 
Poor. The train came and carried me off, still cutting 
and dipping, now engrossed by King Gralon's pathetic 
death scène, now smiling at the quaint picture of poor 
Ronan and that virago Kébèn. . . . Gradually the wet 
landscape I had found so duU began to take a new 
aspect Those paths through the soaking meadows 
might be ''Sentiers*' through which the Death-cart 
made its way ; that old woman, was she Mônik with 
the coin in her shoe, that she iimped along so painfuUy ? 
and see ! surely there goes Mabik Rémond, the chimney* 
sweep, ** The blackbird of Saint Yves I " I searched eacfa 
field of wheat for one of those tiny sanctuaries so dear 
to the Breton heart, and even the dismal, darkening 
sky was more endurable when I noticed how truly it 
was called ''Slate Greyl" Many times had I run 
through this Brittany, yet now I was seeing it for the 
first time. Hère was Armorica, not the Brittany of the 
tourist or the holiday-maker, but the true ''Country 
of Pardons/' to be seen only through Breton eyes. 

As soon as I found myself settled in the big old 
room at the Lion d'Or at Tréguier, I set to work 
putting the beautiful thing into English, not because 
then I had any idea of publishing it, but for the mère 
delight it gave me, and because I wanted to read of 
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those sunsets, those " Awakenings of the Océan,** in my 
own dear tongue. 

Well, it is done at last, and my pleasant task b 
oven It has been indeed a labour of love, this close 
companionahip with one of Brittan/s greatest poets. 

May you find as much pleasure in reading ^'The 
Land of Pardons '' as I hâve taken in translating Mons. 
Anatole le Braz' ^ Au Pays des Pardons." 

Franges M. Gostling 



I shonld like to add that my thanks are due to Mr. 
Femand drestien, of Balliol Collège, Oxford, for pro- 
viding four of the photographs to the last Pardon, '* The 
Pardon of the Sea.'* 

WORTHING, 1905. 
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AUTHOR'S INTRODUCTION 

IT is scarcely needfui to tell my readers tlutt this 
''Land of Pardons^*' through which I propose to 
lead him, is Brittany. " La Bretagne Bretonnante," as 
it is sometimes called, or, to be very correct, " Armorica." 
Scarcely less superfluous would it be» I imaginei to 
define the word Tardon/' Every one bas seen a 
Pardon. It is impossible to travel for a week in 
Brittany, during the summer, without falling into the 
.midst of one of thèse local festivals. Seen thus 
casually by the passer-by, thèse gatherings are not 
very interesting. They are usually held near some 
old chapel, scarcely to be distinguished from the 
cottages around, save for its little bell-tower. Some- 
times it nestles in the hollow of a wooded ravine, 
sometimes stands on the summit of a barren, wind- 
swept moor, and there you will find a crowd of people 
in their Sunday clothes, coming and going, in a quiet, 
monotonoos fashion, arms hanging or crossed on their 
breasts^ without a gleam of enthusiasm or a smile of 
pleasure. 

Some, seated in the little inn, will be singing and 
making a great deal of noise, but evidently actuated 
ratfaer by conscientious motives than lightness of heart 
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B^gars are swarming eveiywhere, sordid, covered witb 
vermin and ulcers» pitiable, répulsive. 

In the graveyardi humped with mossy hillocks, 
true Field of Death, a blind man» twisted and bent as 
the trunk of a yew tree, shrieks forth a mournful dirge 
in an unknown tongue* 

The young couples, who ought to be chattering of 
love, wander about scarcely exchanging a word, only 
teasing one another awkwardly and shyly. 

After assisting at the Pardon of La Clarté, near 
Perros, a friend of mine said to me, ** Do you know, I 
decidedly prefer your Bretons when they are not amus- 
ing themselves ; they are so much more lively.'' But 
then he made a mistake in thinking that they came to 
the Pardon to amuse themselves I 

Le GofBc writes with regard to the Pardons : — 

'^They hâve remained unchanged for over two 
hundred years, and nowhere else will you find any- 
thing so deliciousiy obsolète. They hâve no resem- 
blance to other festivals. They are not pretexts 
for feastingi like the 'Flemmis Kermesses/ neither 
are they revels like the Paris fairs. Nol their 
attraction comes from a higher source. They are 
the last vestiges of the ancient Feasts of the Dead, 
and there is little laughter at them, though much 
prayer. . . ." 

It would be difficult to give a truer idea of a 
Pardon. Deep religions thoughtfulness hovers over the 
assembly. Every one looks grave and révèrent, and 
the greater part of the day is given over to devo- 
tional exercises. Long, long hours are passed before 
the homely image of the saint; on their knees the 
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wofshippers make the tour of the granité trotigh that 
was Us bed, his boat, his tomb ; they go to drink of hts 
foimtain, over which always riaes a little buildii^ of the 
same âge as the chapeL The water of thèse same 
foontaiiis îs in great request, and is supposed to hâve 
certain health-giving properties. 

Only toward evening, when Vespers are over, do the 
festivities begin. And what simple pleasures they are ; 
how innocent, how primitive t The good folk flock 
tx^ether in the shade of the walnut trees, on the green 
sward, beneath the spreading elms. And there, under 
die eyes of the girls» seated demurely on the surround- 
ing slopes» the youths challenge one another to wrestle, 
to race, to jump with the long pôle, while the old men 
look on and applaud. Last of ail the dance anfdds its 
mystic drdes^ serions yet lively, with an indescribable 
hamiony and simplicity in its rhythm, that reminds one 
of its sacred ongiru 

The home^^ings in the dusk are exquisite. With the 

freAness of twiligh^ jnst when the stars begin to Idndle 

in the slate-grey sky, the crowd séparâtes into groups^ 

and every one begins to move homeward How soft is 

the peace that hovers over everything I Young men 

take their sweethearts by the little finger, and wander 

oflf with them side by side. ffe has grown bold, and 

ske no longer blushes, for the mystery of the twilight is 

upoo them, and invites to confidence. 

As they near a farm, ail break into song, by way of 
annoancjng their coming, joining in unison in some 
ballady boaght during the afterboon from the stalL 
Other groups answer back from afar, and soon from 
ail qtiarters an altemating chant arises, that little by 
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little dies away into the great silence of the drowsjr 
plains, and ceases with the last tolling of the Angélus. 

Monsieur Luzel has expressed the charm of thèse 
festivals in a '^Sône'' which has not yet been pub- 
lished, and of which I hère give a verse or two : — 



We were passing through fields, and flowering 
meadows^ and woods where the birds sang loudly* 

Before me at a little distance walked Jénovéfa 
Rozel, the prettiest maid in ail Brittany, and dressed, 
too — ah I how she was dressed 1 She looked like an 
angel. 

" Good day, prctty Jéna Jesu I how lovely you are 
looking 1 Promise me the first dance, La Ronde/' 

*^ Thank you, Alanik. If I am neatly dressed, it is 
not because of the dance. But there I we ail know 
what a tease you are." 

'' Ah, well, at ail events I am ready to bet a hundred 
almonds that I shall soon see you dancing round Jolory 
the fiddler, giving your hand to Gabik, you little flower 
of love I But never mind, Gabik is a fine lad, a vexy 
fine lad. Nay, do not blush, little one." . • • 

II 

The procession is forming. The bells ring out in 
such volleys that the tower trembles, and the beam 
creaks with the strain of the ringing. See, hère cornes 
the great banner from out the porch. Who will be 
carrying it, I wonder ? 

Ah I Robert le Manacli it is I He is the strongest . 
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of ail the young men in the country-side. Now he 
makes the banner salute three times. What a fine 
fellow he is I More than one girl fixes her eyes on him. 

The second banner is carried by Gabik. He is 
looking on every side for Jénovéfa, his little sweet- 
heart • . • Then follow a crowd of gtrls, pretty, ravish- 
ingly pretty, dressed ail in white, each cariying a 
candie. . • • 

And ail along the route are young lads and pretty 
girls, standing on the slopes among the flowers — flowers 
of hawthom, flowers of broom. Even from the branches 
of the trees children hang in clusters. • • . 

Out in the open the rector with his own hand sets 
light to the pile of gorse. 

«Thefirel Thebonfirel" 

And every one shouts together, '' lou I lou I '* 

And now, now cornes the fiddler's tum. 

III 

Jolory, mounted on his hogshead, summons the 
young men to the ** Aubade/* How the hearts of the 
girls fltttter at the calll Lookl What eagemessl 
In spite of the dust, how they leap ; how excited they 
are! 

The ** Sonneur " can do no more. He has drunk a 
good dealy and his breath fails him. 

'* Play, ' Sonneur/ play. Drink and play. Keep on 
pla}nng ail the time." 

IV 

But where is Jénovéfa? I cannot see her any- 
where. And Gabik, too I he is missing. Ah I this 
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makes me veiy anxious, for I do DOt want to lose my 
hundred almonds. • . . 

But there is the blind singer I • • • Perhaps I shall 
find them listening to some new song about two young 
love-sick hearts. . . . NoI • . • The old man is sing- 
ing a terribly sad lament It has to do with a ship 
lost at sea in stormy weather. . • • Let us look further» 
furtherl . • . Hère is louenn Gorveli stretched full 
length among the spearwort, as tipsy as a pig. . . . 
Hère is Job Kerival. • . • 

•* Tell me, hâve you scen Jénovéfa Rozel ? " 

''Indeed I hâve. I met her just now going down 
there. I expect she was on her way to the chapel to 
take leave of the saint*' 

"Wasshealonc?" 

" No, no ; not she. Why, her sweetheart Gabik 
was withVher, to be sure. And how pleased he wasi 
How pretty she looked I " 

. . . They are no longer at the chapeL . . . Ah, 
my pretty Jénovéfai I shall find you directly, and with 
you your Gabik ! . . • 

"Good day, friend Margaret • . • How much a 
hundred are your nuts ? '* 

'* My good gentleman, I will let you hâve them for 
three reaux. I sell them as a rule for twenty-eight a 
sou ; nuts hâve gone up so in price, that it is difBcult 
to make a living. Times are indeed hard/' 

• . • And now homewards — homewardsl Ail the 
road is full of people returning from the Pardon. . . . 
Ah, the laughter I The laughter and the songs I . • • 

" Alms for the poor I for the poor old man who can 
see no better at midday than at midnight ! 
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It 18 old blind Robert Kerbastiou, who bas so 
often sung me '^gwerzes ^ and '' Sônes." 

*'See» bere are two sous in your bowl, poor old 
fcUow.'' 

* Tbe Uessing of God be upon you» and may you 
live many years I ** 



Ah, the lovely, lovely evening I The shrill sound of 
tbe " Binioa " cornes to me» mingled witb the perfume 
of flowers. . • . Tbe sun sinks behind the hill» and far 
off in the distance tbey are singing the gwerz of 
Kloarek Laoudour. 

Hal bal and who bave we bere under the beech 
tree ? Who but Jénovéfa» if I am not mistaken, and 
Gabik, too, seated beside ber? 

^The wind is quite fresh up bere. • • . And wben 
you go in late» Jéno, you know how mother scolds. . • . 
Ah, well, hère is sometliing to put ber in a good humour. 
Give the almonds to the children, to little brother and 
sister, to father and mother. For I bave lost my wager» 
Jénovéfa, bave I not ? and I pay wiiiingly. May God 
in heaven bless your love to the very end. Nay, my 
dear, do not blush sa Before three months are over, 
the rector will be marrying you in church." 

• a . . . 

That is a Breton Pardon. Who knows one, knows 
alL And tbey are innumerable ; every country oratory 
bas its own. I could cite some commune^ that bave on 
thdr land as many as twenty-two chapels— tiny chapels, 
it is true^ and half underground, with roof scarce visible 
above the soil Tbere are some like that of Saint Gily 
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of Plouaret, that disappear in the midst of the corn 
when the ears are higL And thèse are by no means 
the least frequented, let me tell you. There îs a Breton 
proverb that says it will net do to judge of the power 
of a saint by the size of his church. Many of thèse 
sanctuaries fall into ruins, for the clergy do not always 
give them the care they need. Indeed, some priests 
are rather suspicions of the vague dévotion that goes 
on in their midst, penetrated as it still is by pagan rites. 
But as long as there remains the least scrap of wall 
covered with ivy and brambles, the good folks of the 
neighbourhood continue to go there in procession on 
the day of the festival. The Pardon long survives the 
destruction of the sanctuary. 

Last summer, as I was going from Spézet to Château- 
neuf-du-Faou, I saw a great concourse assembled on 
the edgé of the canal, at the spot where the road 
crosses the Aulne. 

** What are ail those people doing ? " asked I of the 
conductor. 

" It is the Pardon of Saint Iguinou/* he answered. 

I searched with my eyes for the chapel, but in vain. 
Only, there was at the bottom of the meadow a fountain, 
which fell in a long hanging shroud, and a little above 
it on the flank of the hill, in a natural excavation or 
niche, an antique figure, without date, almost without 
face, a staff in one hand, and in the other a bouquet of 
freshly gathered foxgloves. No religions emblem, not 
even the shadow of a priest Nevertheless the solemnity 
was most impressive. It was, so to speak, the faithful 
themselves officiating. • • • 

One can never understand what an important 
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podtion the Pardon of hîs parish or district occnpies 
in tbe mind of the Breton, onless one is bom of the 
race and has known the I^ends from childhood. 

As a little one he is led to the Pardon in his beautiful 
best cloiheSy and the old folks seem like fairies who bathe 
his face in the fountain, so that the power of the sacred 
water may be to him as a suit of diamond armour. 

Grown a youth, it is hère that he ties the knot of 
friendship with some pretty one, beside whom, not so 
very long ago, he sat, a mère child, at catechism. 
Lately she has increased in grâce as he in vigour, and 
now he engages himself to her, giving himself over 
entirely, without set phrases, in a furtive dasping of 
hands, in a look. 

AU the dearest and most sacred émotions of his life 
are connected with this poor house of prayer, with the 
mossy enclosure planted with elms or beeches, with the 
narrow horizon bounded by a hawthom hedge, and with 
the mystical atmosphère perfumed by incense. 

When at last he grows old, it is to kis Pardon that 

he cornes to watch the joy of the young, and to taste, 

hefore leaving this world, that short rest which the good 

genius of the place, the tutelary saint of his clan, has 

ptepared for him. 

And hère, I think, I should make spécial mention 
of thèse lesser cuits, precisely because no référence will 
be accorded tfaem in the body of the book. 

Among the multitude of Breton sanctuaries, some 
enjojr a celebrity which spreads far beyond the limits of 
the hamlet, extending perhaps over the entire country. 
Every one for thirty leagues around goes on pilgrimage 
to them, and it is a popular belief that every one must 
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hear Mass in them at least once in life, or incur the 
risk of eternal damnation. They are not, as one would 
expect, town churches, handsome buildings of sumptuous 
aspecty but modest oratories difTering but little from 
those of which we hâve already spoken. Nothing, save 
the much-used threshold and wealth of ex-voto ofTerings 
on the walls, marks them out for the attention of the 
passer-by. The saints who are venerated in thèse places 
hâve no speciality ; they cure from ail evils. They are 
appealed to as final authorities, for they are believed to 
be all-powerful. The Almighty only moves in tbeir 
way and by their advice. ** If they say * Yes,' ît îs yes ; 
if they say * No/ it is no I '* 

AU the year round they hâve visitors, and the roads 
that lead to their ** houses ** are never deserted. People 
resort to them whatever the weather may be, ''even 
when it freezes enough to make the bones of the dead 
to shiver." Until a short time ago» some sixteen or 
seventeen thousand persons used annually to attend the 
Pardon of Saint Servais in a recess of the mountains of 
Are, on the skirts of the forest of Duault Thither they 
came from the three bishoprics of Tréguier, Quimper, 
and Vannes. Servais, whom the Bretons call Gelvest, 
or Gelvest ar Pihan (Gelvest the Little), is invoked as 
protector of the young crops. He insures them against 
the cold of winter and the white frosts of early spring. 
His Pardon takes place on the thirteenth of May. Until 
a few years ago this poor sanctuary of the mountains 
was celebrated for a warlike procession that was hdd 
after Vespers on the eve of the festival. From the most 
distant parishes the pilgrims came, the men on horseback, 
the women huddled together in heavy carts. Instead of 
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tiie peeled rod, nsiial and peacefhl emblem of the pilgrim, 
thèse rough labourers brandished Ûkepenn-bas of holly 
or of oak, iron-headed, formidable as the prehistoric dub. 
It was fastened to the right wrist by a little thong of 
leafher. And now I will hand over the account to old 
Naic the story-teller, who went seven times from 
Quimper to Saint Servais barefoot. 

** We started in several bands^ and on nearing the 
chapel we found the Gwénédiz, or people of Vannes. 
They were our most ferocious foes. Every one waited for 
Vespers ranged in two camps, the Gwénédiz on one bank 
of the stream that skirts the charchyard, we on the other, 
and there we stood glaring at each other with evil eyes. 
** At Sound of the vesper bell the great doors opened, 
and we ail streamed into church. At the far end of the 
nave could be seen the great banner, its stafF passed 
throngh a ring near the balustrade of the choir. Not 
far Irom it was a wooden stretcher, and upon this stood 
the Utile figure of the saint — $ant Gelvest ar Pihan. 
There is a new one every 3rear ; the same would not 
serve twice^ for it is regularly tom in pièces. 
^ Now the Magnificat is entoned. 
" Then at once ail the penn^baz are in the air. Aller 
each verse there is a sound of ' Dig-a-drak, dig-a-drak ; ' 
the church is fuU of a hideous turmoil of staves clashing 
against each other. The people of Comouailles cry — 

'''ThrofWoiTthefrostl Throwoffthefrostl 
Oats and wheat to the Comouaillais I * 

" The Vannetaîs reply— 

«*Tlirow off the frost I 
Oats and wheat and the black corn to the Vannetaîs I ' 

''Heanwhile a strong young fellow has clutched 
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the banner, hanging on its dghteen-foot staff, and two 
others lay hold of the stretcher, to which the figure of the 
little saint is fastened Then, between the Gwénédiz who 
are massed on the left» and the Comouaillais on the 
right, advances the Rector of Duault» very pale, for the 
terrible moment is at hand The banner stoops to pass ' 
under the archway of the door« and there is a moment of 
silence. Then suddenly a damour breaks forth, a furious 
yelling hurled from thousands and thousands of throats — 

" * Scatter the frost ! Scatter the frost ! ' 

" And so the conflict of the pennrbas begins. The 
great staves rise and fall, they whirl round and round, 
describing large bloody circles, and thrashing unmerci- 
fully evers^thing that cornes in their way. 

^The rector and his choristers hâve fled to the 
sacristy, and it is just a question of who*is to remain 
master of the banner and the little wooden statue. 

^' As to the women, they are no less savage than the 
men, only in place of clubs, they use their nails and teeth. 

'' I remember one year particularly. The Comouaillais 
had triumphed, and there had been a perfect hurricane 
of blows ; arms were broken, heads were smashed, and 
on the tombs of the churchyard, sat men vomiting blood 
from the top of their lungs. 

'' As for the sainte he had long ago been reduced to 
fragments. 

^ ' Pick up the chips in your aprons I ' said the men 
to their wives. 

*' Only the banner remained intact As a last effort, 
the Vannetais made a fierce assault to take it from us ; 
but they were victoriously driven back, and retired 
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bearing theûr woiinded, from whom the jolting of the 
carts drew forth groans of pain. 

^For our part, we carried the banner back to the 
church, singii^ a song of thanksgiving ; and that year 
in Comouailles the straw bent ander the wetght of the 
com." 

Se original a Pardon as the foregoing deserves to 
hâve a place in this volume, and I give it the more 
willingly because I was bom in this corner of the 
niountains, in an old house almost adjoining the chapel. 
Indeed, one of my earliest memories is of seeing my 
mother, with her own délicate hands, applying her secret 
remédies to a string of wounded people. 

But ibefite exists no longer. The civil and diocesan 
autfaorities united in prodaiming a kind of interdict 
agsunst it, and the sacred battles in honour of Gelvest 
ar Pihan are ended. 

The old people of the country will tell you that the 
agricultural dépression is due to their abolition. It 
seems as tfaough the labourers of the three bishoprics 
hâve lost their Palladium since people hâve given up 
dîsputing for the possession of the banner of Saint 



The festivals of Brittany may be divided under four 
heads, which in my opinion form so many distinct 
épisodes, and which, taken together, make up the 
religions life of the Armorican Bretons. I hâve tried 
to describe them from nature, tnithfuUy. I hâve seen 
most of thèse Pardons many times, and my wish is to 
briog them before you, such as they appeared to me, in 
ail their wom beau^, with the features peculiar to each. 
I am fortunate to hâve seen them when I did, for \ 
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not long will they remain unchanged. Eveiy year some 
altération is taking place in the qaaint customs of the 
old peninsula. Furtber on 3^u will read what one of our 
pœts says as to the future of thèse fttes. Even to-day 
they are not as they were twenty years ago. ^'Les 
hommes-troncs/' spoken of by Le Goffic, hâve leamed 
the way to our most remote shrines. Around the sacred 
enclosures, song merchants are more and more taking 
the place of the ancient brotherhood of singers» and 
foreign brass instruments now mingle their coarse bray- 
ing with the airy music of the bells. 

Gravest symptom of ail, new forms of worship are 
repladng the ancient cuits, and, among the peopie the 
marvdlous legends of their saints are becoming forgotteo. 

Therefore I hâve written thèse pages, so that if the 
sweet soûl of the Breton Pardon should ever fade away, 
those who, like myself, hâve loved it, may hère find 
something of its poetry and perfume. 

Kerfeunteun, 1894. 

Since six years ago I wrote the preceding Unes, 
my little work bas passed through an honourable career. 
Now, to-day, I am sending it forth again, with no other 
change but the addition of a fifth Pardon, that of Saint 
Jean-du-Doigt May this new chapter receive as kind 
a welcome from the public as did the four others. It 
deserves it, if not because of the interest I hâve sought 
to instil into it, at least for its own intrinsic worth. lo 
closing, I should like to acknowledge ail that I owe to 
the kindness of Monsieur le Chanoine Abgrall, one of 
the truest and most obliging of ail our learned Bretons. 

Port Blanc, x9oa 
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BOOK I.— SAINT YVES 
THE PARDON OF THE POOR 

DEDICATBD TO MQNSIBUR JAMES DARMESTETER 

CHAPTEE I 

SAINT YVES îs the latest of ail our truc Breton 
saints/ and I believe I am right in saying that he is 
the only one who bas been canonized He is a veiy great 
saint, and bis famé bas spread far and wide, beyond the 
limits of tbe province, as the famé of no other Breton 
bas ever done. AA^tbin a year after bis canonization, 
he bad a collège at Paris, in tbe Rue Saint Jacques, 
and tbere it stood until 1823. 

During tbe fifteentb century a cbapel was raîsed to 
bîm in the very beart of Rome itself, bearing the inscrip- 
tion: ^Divo Yvoni Trecorensi:" and, a little later, a 
brotberhood of lawyers arose in tbe same city, calling 
themselves by bis name, and devoting their time and 

* Eweoy Euzen, or Yves Héloury was bom October 7, 1253, of 
the noble lady Dame Azou^du Quinquiz and her husband, Tanaîk 
Héloury de Kervarzm, who, it is said, accompanied Pierre de Dreux, 
Duke of Brittany, to the Seventh Crusade. (" Life of Saint Yves," 
by l'Abbé France.) 

B I 
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their talents to the defence of the poor and humble 
So far has the name of Yves spread, indeed, that we. 
find altars raised to him at Angers, Chartres, Évreux, 
Dijon; while at Pau on one occasion we hear of a 
spécial procession held in his honour, in which the 
parliament took part goi^eously arrayed in red robes. 
At a grand audience held in Antwerp, his relies, encased 
in a splendid reliquary, were given to the Court to kiss. 
The great Rubens painted a picture of him for the 
University of Louvain, and a fresco by Baccio délia 
Porta has lately been found at San Gimmanio, near 
Pérouse, representing the holy advocate giving free 
advice to a client in rag& 

But naturally it is in Brittany, especially in his 
native place Tréguier, that his memoty and his worship 
flourish most greenly. 

The winding paths leading across the fields to his 
chapel at Minihy are frequented ail the year round by 
pilgrims coming to implore his help. From ail the 
little havens of the coast tbey come flocking, and even 
from the far-off slopes of the Menez. 

One evening as I was retuming from a visit to the 
tower of Saint Michel, that high solitary min which 
overlooks ail the Trégorrois country, I was a good deal 
surprised to see, at a tum in the road, three small lights 
that flickered feebly in the gathering dusk, whilst in 
the midst of the great silence a sound of voices arose^ 
very soft, very monotonous, in a long and plaintive chant 

As I approached I made out a group of women 
seated side by side on a heap of stones at the edge 
of the road. Each one held a candie in her hand, 
whose flame rose almost unwavering in the still night 
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air. I gave them ''Good evening" in Breton, and 

they stopped their singing to ask if it were yet very 

far to Saint Yves. They came from Pleumeur- 

Bodoo, and had made the journey fasting and without 

a break. Now they were just resting for a moment 

before going on. Their object was to pass the whole 

night praying in the church, ** de faire la veillée devant 

le sainV' as they expressed it» then, after early Mass, 

to retum home, barefoot and fasting, even as they 

had corne. 

^Have you carried thèse candies, lighted as they 
ar^ ail the way from Pleumeur ? " I asked. 

•■ Yes, of course we hâve." 

«Why?" 

•* Because it is part of our vow." 

" And what is that vow ? will you tell me ? " I asked 
curioosly. 

But apparently my question was indiscreet The 
women looked at each other in confusion, and the eldest 
of the three, who had a gaunt sunbumt face like that 
of a wrecker, replied severely — 

** It does not seem to me that you are the blessed 
Monsieur Saint Yves.'* 

She rose as she spoke, making a sign to her com- 
panions, and I saw them trail ofT into the darkness, one 
by one in single file, stopping suddenly now and then, 
as, disturbed by the movement through the air, the 
flame of a candie threatened to go out, and still I heard 
the humming of their voices growing fainter and yet 
more fain^ when I myself had reached Tréguier. It 
sounded like a swarm of bées, travelling from tree to 
tree into the sonorous depths of the night 
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I cannot say why this particular incident stands out 
in my memory from a host of others belonging to the 
same place, unless it is because a certain atmosphère of 
mystery seems to surround it 

It is said in Brittany that each saint bas his 
speciality in the way of cures. Mandez cures boib, 
Gonéry * fevers, Tujen, the bite of mad dogs. But Yves 
is, as the people say, good for everything. That is 
why he is so superior to ail the rest. You can go to 
him on no matter what business. When Saint Yves 
has once got a thing into his head, he will see it through 
to the end. Such is the gênerai conviction. And so» 
while in thèse later days the greater number of the 
old miracle-workers hâve seen their prestige wane, his 
has only waxed more ; it is, in fact, aé an old womao 
said to me, '* Il les dépasse tous de son bonnet carré/' t 
He is to Breton eyes, the leamed man, the doctor fa^ 
excellence; they hâve an invincible faith in his know- 
ledge, certain, moreover, that he will always employ it in 
their behalf. For he is not only science itself, he is also 
incarnate justice. He is the great lawgiver, the perfect, 
incorruptible judge. The most usual way in which he 
is represented is seated on his tribunal, between the 
good poor man, whose pétition he is receiving, and the 
rich villain whose purse he refuses. It is a simple» 
innocent pièce of symbolism. You may be sure that 

* Saint Gonéry has his church and sepulchre at Plougrescent, 
a little north of Tréguier. The earth from his tomb is considered 
a cure for any kind of fever. It is sold in little musiin bags and 
tied round the necks of the patients. Afterwards it should be hufll 
up in the church. — (F.M.G.) 

t ^ He beats them ail with his doctor's cap." 
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the good poor man represents the Breton people, that 
race of misérable soûls, inured to trouble and hardshipi 
the conditions of whoselife bave remained so precarious, 
and upon whom the long inberitance of suffering belong- 
ing to most of the Celtic communities bas never ceased 
to press. Like tbe good poor man, tbe Breton bolds 
in his hand a scroU, on wbicb are inscribed bis wrongs, 
his grievances, bis unquencbable bope. For in spite of 
the cruel teacbing of tbe past, the Breton bas given 
up none of bis old dreams, bas renounced none of 
his old ideals. Starved of Justice, be bas remained 
faithful to tbe religion of Rigbteousness. Like ail 
races that bave suffered, be comforts himself with a 
great messianic bope, and wbile waiting for the im- 
probable day wben it sball become a reality, be places 
his confidence in Saint Yves, defender of tbe humble, 
îrreproachable, miracle-working, redresser of wrongs. 
Whenever any of the Trégorrois consider themselves 
seriously injured tbey bave recourse to him, and in 
making him the judge of their quarrels, tbey call upon 
him by the beautiful name of Sant Ervaan or Wiri^ 



(mez.^ 



* Saint Yves le Véridique: Saint Yves the Truth-shower. 
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CHAPTER II 

IT is not, however, in his church at Minihy that Saint 
Yves grants audiences in this capacity, but upon one 
of the opposite hills on the other side of the Jaudy, a 
narrow spot, shaded by elms, overlooking the creek of 
Forz-Bihan. 

There upon the lands of the seigneurs du Verger, a 
chapel formerly stood, dedicated to Saint Sul. They 
were of the noble family of Clisson, thèse du Verger 
lords, and towards the eighteenth century they added to 
the chapel a granité ossuary, intended to serve as their 
family vault After the Révolution the chapel suffered 
the fate of hosts of other oratories, which, either from 
want of funds, or from the carelessness of the clei^, fell 
into ruin. The chapel of Saint Sul disappeared, but the 
ossuary remained. The statues of the saints, no longer 
sheltered by the larger building, there found a refuge. 
Amongst them was a figure of Saint Yves, veiy ancient, 
rather barbarie in character, which for thèse two reasons 
was looked upon by the people of the neighbourhood as 
an authentic likeness. 

I saw this sanctuary of Forz-Bihan when I was a 
child. 

I was taken there by an old woman of Fleudaniel, 
where we were then living. She was called Mônik, 
familiar diminutive for Mône or Marie Yvonne. As for 
her trade, she was a tow-carder; ail the winter she 
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carded. I often used to run away at nightfall, and sit 
lesîde her as she worked in her chimney-coraer^ 8toop« 
ing forward towards her solitary pine candie. She had 
a most prodigious memory, in spite of her seventy years, 
and told me most wonderful things that no one else 
seemed to know anything about. She spoke in a slow, 
even, monotonous voice, and I loved listening to her to 
such an extent that I took oo heed to the grinding 
Sound of her combs. Indeed, I am not sure but that 
the strident accompaniment added to the weird charm 
of her stories. 

At the end of the cold season, as soon as the pale 
March sun began to shine, Mônik changed her occupa- 
tion. She then became a pilgrim. People used to corne 
and seek for her, begging her, (always for a small con- 
sidération), to go to some particular chapd or fountain 
there to pay dévotions in their stead. From that time 
her days were passed trotting about the roads. One 
moming as I passed her house, I found her at her door 
just putting on her shoes. 

"Where are you going to-day, old Mônik?'' I 
asked. 

** Not far, my dear. Just over by Trédarzec, scarcely 
two leagues away as the crow Aies." 

*" Oh, Mônik/' I begged, '' as it is snch a little way, 
do please let me go with you." 

She shook her head several times verygravely,making 

a queer h'ttle noise : ** heu . • • heu ..." as though it 

lequired much considération to décide such a momentous 

matter, then finally answered— 

" WcU, corne along thea" 

We set eut in the exquisite freshness of the things 
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of the morning. I was proud to be travelling thus with 
old Mônik, whom I looked upon as a very distinguished 
person, living as she did in perpétuai and close converse 
with the saints. 

We went by paths known only to my guide, short 
cuts that led through the high grass of the meadows 
and among the prickly thickets of the moorlands, and 
always a great hush lay over the dewy land. 

We walked at a good pace, so that was how I noticed 
by-and-by that Mônik was limping with one foot 

'* It is nothing) " said she» in answer to my remark 
about it. ^ I had to put something in my shoe^ and it 
hurts me a little." 

** Why don't you take your shoe off? " I asked. 

But she waved the matter away with her hand, 
as if to say, '^ Pray say no more ; after ail, it is my 
business, not yours/' and went limping on as before, 
murmuring vague prayers, of which I understood not 
a Word. 

At Trédarzec she stopped at the church door, telling 
me to sit on a tombstone and wait for her till she had 
finished praying inside; • • • then, a moment or two after, 
we were again on our way through the fields. 

"And now," said Mônik, "you must be quiet; do 
not talk to me just now. You can amuse yourself by 
whistlîng to the blackbirds." 

I noticed that her manner had become very abrupt, 
almost savage. Her little eyes were gleaming strangely 
in her withered old face, roughened and wrinkled like the 
bark of an oak tree. AU kinds of disagrieeable thoughts 
came to me, quite spoiling my pleasure, and I would 
hâve run away had I dared. But I hâve kept only a 
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very confused remembrance of this part of the journey 
I know that eveiy now and then we passed the threshing- 
floors of farms, and ihe farmers' wives, who ail recc^- 
nized Mônik, came to their doors to speak to her as we 
passed. 

''Ah, Môniky'' they would say, '^so you are going 
down thcre ? " 

"YeSy yesy once again,'' she would answer; "when 
thii^ are not as they should be, one must go to some 
one who will set them right" 

Thèse mysterious remarks, exchanged in low, quick 
tones, did not serve to lessen my uneasiness. 

In the hollow of a ravine, between moss-trimmed 
walls of granité, a fountain of cold black water slept 
forlomly. Mônik knelt upon its margin, and I thought 
that she was going to drink. But she only took a little 
water in her two hands and scattered it upon the earth 
around, muttering strange, unknown words. 

Then came highlands (" meziou,'' as they are called), 
waste, bare, and billowy; a last plateau, and before 
us, just beyond the glistening calm of the river, 
Tr^îer arose, luminous, •* thrown up in a single jet " — 
a dream city, wi(h the purple tints of its old roofs, its 
multitude of turrets, and in the midst, ail rosy red, the 
tall spire of its cathedral, circled round by great flocks 
of jackdaw& The yards of the shlps, entangled in the 
branches of the trees that lined the quay, seemed 
covered once again with the green shoots of former 

spriogtides. 

Eireiy Uttle soand reached us quite distinctly, the 
datter of the sabots on the pavement, the singing of 
the caulkers in the boats. 
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Further back, amid a confusion of foliage, lay Minihy, 
and Flouguiel stood out in silhouette on the ridge of a 
promontory. 

To me, that day, Tréguîer seemed a faîry city l3âiig 
in the midst of an enchanted land. 

Meanwhile, Mônik had turaed off to the right by a 
bush of broom, where a deserted dove-cote cast a melan- 
choly shade. Near by, two or three poor slate-roofed 
cottages, a cluster of elms distorted by the westerly 
winds, and at their feet, in a hidden nook, a queer 
little building, half chapei, half stable. We were at our 
journe/s end. 

** Say your prayers, child," said Mône to me. •* Hère 
lives the great saint of the Bretons, hère lives Yves le 
Véridîque." 

They were the first words that she had spoken to 
me since leaving Trédarzec. She added — 

" But first take a good look at him ; that is his 
statue that you see over there in the angle of the 
wall. He is represented exactly as he looked when 
he was alive, during the time that he was Rector of 
Tréguier." 

A ghostly vapour fîUed the sanctuary, which was 
lighted only by the door, and by a kind of loop-hole 
pierced in one of the side walls. At the end, a rough, 
whitewashed altar had been built, and upon its bare 
stone top, unadorned by either cloth or omaments, a 
row of saints leant one against another, shoulder to 
shoulder, like a group of drunken men. They had, 
for the most part, rough but kindly faces, each framed 
by a wooUy head-dress and a beard coUar, reminding 
one unmistakably of the people by whom we were 
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constantly surrounded, fishers of the Trieux and sailors 
of the Jaudy. 

One solitary statue occupied the corner on the right ; 
it was that to which Mônik had directed my attention. 
It had a human figure, much taller than any of the 
others^ but equally wom away ; the wood of which it 
was formed was cracked, rotten, infected with a leprous 
mouldiness. The face alone had preserved some traces 
of the ancient colouring, strangely faded ; and the duU, 
weird pallor gleamed in the shadow as though it were 
phosphorescent, making one think of the face of a 
corpse seen by candle-light 

I only dared to glance at the figure stealthily, too 
frightened to pray or even to feel much curiosity. I 
knew well with what terrible powers this saint was said 
to be endowed. During the long winter evenings the 
old tow-carder had enlightened me a good deal on the 
subject by means of mysterious hints and half con* 
fidences. So I was not particularly comfortable at find- 
ing mysdf face to face with this uncanny person, whose 
eyes had the most disconcerting way of staring at one. 
Mônik had taken the shoe from her left foot, the one 
with which she had been limping, and having removed 
from it one of those eighteen-farthing bronze pièces, then 
stiU sometimes met with in the Trégorrois, put it care- 
folly in a fold of the saint's alb. Then, tuming up her 
petticoat, so that her bare knees rested on the damp 
soi], she entered into a state of dévotion. 

The time seemed long, very long. I was sitting 
among the grass outside the chapel, watching the sails 
glide down the smooth green river. Suddenly Mônik 
began to speak aloud in a sharp tone. I leaned forward 
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and saw her standing up, addressing the saint quite 
severely ; and shaking him by the shoulder several times, 
she cried aloud in Breton — 

" If they are right, condemn us. If we are right, con- 
demn them. Let them wither upon their feet and die 
at the appointed time." 

In her voice and gesture there was a kind of savage 
ferocity that frightened me. 

She came out of the oratory, her eyes lighted by an 
unholy gleam, and three times made the tour of the 
exterior. This over, she knelt for a few moments before 
the entrance, and when she rose she wore her usual 
expression, her grandmotherly face full of a childish 
sweetness, whose very wrinkles seemed to smile. 

" That îs over/' said^she ; " corne, let us get away 
quickly." 

It was simply delicious, this return in ail the joy of 
the midday sunshine through the lovely early spring- 
tide. Mônik talked and talked as though to make up 
for the silence she had been obliged to observe up to 
then. At Trédarzec she absolutely insisted on my 
eating cakes at a little roadside stalL How gay she 
was, to be sure ! The ends of old songs kept coming to 
her lips. I had never seen her in such high spirits. 
She was not limping now. Oh dear me, no, not in the 
least ; far from that, she trotted nimbly along, hopping 
like a bird. 

"You seem very happy, old mother," said I at 
last. 

" Ah, so I am, little son. I hâve a weight off my 
mind. Some of the commissions that they give me to 
do are not at ail pleasant, my dear." 
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** What was the one you dîd not Uke'to-day, Mônik ? " 

" Hush,** she murmured, stopping suddenly as though 

to listen to a chaflinch that was chirping loudly on a 

clump of alders close by ; and I did not dare to press 

her, so we talked of something else. 

• • • • • 

What Mônik from a professional scruple refused to 
tell m^ I leamt later. 

The owner of a fishiog-smack at Camarel, Pleudaniel, 
had had a dispute with his sailor, something to do with 
some accounts that they could not agrée over. Bitter 
words were exchanged, and the quarrel kept growing. 
They continued to fish together, but often passed twenty 
or thirty hours at sea without exchanging a single word, 
and people were heard to say — 

"Yôu will see that no good will corne of that 
buâness." 

One night the sailor presented himself in dripping 
dothes, with a wild exdted air, at the Customs House 
at Lézardrieux. His taie ran that the smack, which 
was a rotten old thing, had struck on a rock, had 
foundered, and that the master, unable to swim, had 
been forced to ** drink once for ail/' 

Now, there was nothing at ail improbable in this 
stoiy, and no one at first disbelieved the sailor. But 
presently the neighbours at Camarel began to gossip. 
Roased by this, the widow of the drowned man made a 
scène at the funeral, which took place, when, at the end 
of the ninth day,* the body was recovered. 

* It is a firm belief ail along the Breton coast (justified, so they 
^f by many examples) that the sea never gives up the bodies of 
^^ whom she has swallowed in less than nine days. 
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**Ye3, yes/' she cried, just as the coffin was dîs- 
appearing into the grave, "^we ail know about 3^ur 
death. I swear that those who are rejoicing over it 
shall hâve cause to weep." 

From that moment the sailor found life no longer 
worth living. There was not an insuit that he had not 
to submit to from the widow and her numerous relations. 
In vain did he seek work under another master ; eveiy 
one told him, with an ironical air, that they had no 
désire for a man on board who brought ill luck. At 
last, just as he was on the point of quitting the country, 
in despair he went to see Mônik, going at nightfall so 
that he should not be noticed. 

" Yves le Véridique must décide between the widow 
and myself/' he said ^ I implore you to go and appeal 
to him in my name/' 

We hâve seen how faithfuUy the deputy-pilgrîm ful- 
fiUed her commission. During the course of the foUow- 
ing year the widow fell into a décline, withered on her 
feet like a plant injured in its root, and finally died. 
The sailor had gained the day. 

Thîs popular form of the cuit of Saint Yves wîll 
doubtless remind my readers of the famous proof of the 
*' judgment of God '' so usually resorted to in the Middle 
Ages. 

And now the little oratory of Porz-Bihan is a thing 
of the past When I went there this summer to refresh 
my childish memory of the place, I found, indeed, the 
deep ravine with its fountain of water, too black to 
reflect my face as I bent over it; and on the bare 
plateau I once again noticed the dove-cote, casting the 
same solitaiy shadow as of yore. I came across the 
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elm treeSt too, more twisted than ever, fixed in paral}rtic 

attitudes. By the side of the stony road was the same 

gioup of lowy heavily roofed huts, whose shaking walls 

were propped by cars. But of the andent building 

Dothing remained save the foundations, represented by 

some roi^h scattered stones, buried beneath a fretwork 

of bramblesy from which the neighbouring children wère 

gathering blackberries, bringing back to tny remem- 

brance a certain little scamperer of meadows whom I 

had known in former years. 

I hâve related elsewhere * the circumstanoes under 
wfaich this shrine was demolished. The Rector of 
Trédarzec, in whose parish it stood, was foremost in 
the work of destruction. He had it entirely razed to 
the groundy and removed the saint to a garret in the 
parsonage. 

But it is easier to pull down a wall than to root up 
a superstition, especially in Brittany. 

People still continued to corne to pray upon the 
site of the old chapeL Not long SLgo, indeed, a woman 
of the country of Goëlo, having been cheated by a 
notary, passed the night on the spot, lying prostrate on 
the earth, under rain which fell in torrents, and retumed 
home, half dead with cold, but sure of being avenged.t 

* ** La L^ende de la Mort,'' p. 222, note 2 ; read also " Crucifié 
de Kéraliès," that délicate, sombre, yet passionate story in which 
Oiarles le Goffic bas told in another setting the Drama of 
HcDgoat The victim was named Omnès, and the old sorceress 
who devoted her to Saint Yves (the Kato Pnmennec of the story) 
was named Kato Briand. 

t On the day I visited Porz-Bihan, in December, 1903, no 
fewer than three pilgrims had been seen praying on the site of the 
demolished chapel. — (F.M .G.) 
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There are many people in the neighbourhood who 
will tell you that the saint goes every evening to Porz- 
Bihan to retake possession of his ruined house. They 
hâve often met him« 

But the story does not stop hère, for it is said that 
the sacrilegious rector was punished for his crime by 
Saint Yves himself. Hère are the circumstances : — 

On a certain evening after nightfall, three men 
strangers to the parish, presented themselves at the 
door of the parsonage. 

" What do you want ? " asked the servant 

'< We wish to speak to monsieur the rector." 

** He is at dinner. What do you want with him ? " 

** We want him to allow us to kneel before the image 
of Yves le Véridique, who, they say, is a prisoner in his 
garret" 

Impressed by the curions tone in which thèse words 
were spoken, the servant hastened to wam her master, 
although she knew that he disliked being disturbed 
during his meals. 

A moment after, the rector, napkin in hand, appeared 
at the dining-room door. He looked very angry indeed. 

" Be off," he cried, " you rascals I Saint Yves has 
nothing to do with your murderous prayers." 

*' So be it," calmly answered one of the strangers. 
** That being so, we ail three summon you to his tribunal 
To-day is Saturday; you will hâve the night for re- 
pentance, and to-morrow — well to-morrow you will not 
celebrate High Mass." 

Then the mysterious visitors disappeared, no one 
could say how. 

The rector retired to bed at his usual hour. He 
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feit depressed, and was haunted by gloomy thoughts. 
As for the servant, she was in a state of absolute terror. 
She tumed over and over between the sheets, quite 
unable to sieep. The sînîster prophecy of the three 
pQgrims st31 obstinately sounded in her ears. 

Suddenly she started. Down the staircase from the 

garret came a heavy step, ^ the step of some one made 

of wood.'' Now it sounded in the corridor; a door 

opeoed, there was a cry, a long, terrible groan, înter- 

nipted by a cholring rattle. Was ît in the rector's 

'■oom ? •'There wîll be plenty of tîme to go and see. 

Misfortunes are almrays known soon enough/' thinks the 

^^ïvant And so she lay still, wîth her face against the 

^^^I, and the sweat pouring from her body. 

When, at early dawn on the morrow, they entered 
^ chamber of the rector, they found him dead in hîs 
*^, the coverlet pulled up over hîs face. 
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CHAPTER III 

1NEED not say that even in the eyes of our peasants, 
allthe mass of superstition to which the cuit ofYves 
le Véridique has given birth is no more than a caricature 
of the broad, pure, humane worship that they render to 
the true Saint Yves. 

Visit the cottages of the seashore, or, as they call it 
in Breton, " the Armor Trégorrois." What strikcs you 
even as you cross the threshold is a simple coloured 
fresco drawing, by an unpretentious artist. It is alvirays 
in the best-lighted position, generally in the window 
embrasure, where the faded family photographs glitter 
in their smart frames. 

Nine times out of ten the drawing represents Saint 
Yves, and if you go from one cottage to another, you 
vr'ûl find the type invariably the same ; the face beard- 
less and gentle, the body concealed in a priestly stiffness, 
a purse in the right hand, a book in the left, the whole 
figure having the air of a very young priest lately corne 
from the seminary» of a clerk quite recently promoted 
to the charge of soûls. In my childhood I hâve known 
vicars who resembled this figure feature for feature, 
fair rosy young men with shy awkward gestures and 
méditative eyes, a mixture of the peasant and the 
mystic. 

There used formerly to be ail over Brittany a wander* 
ing brotherhood of rustic painters, who went from village 
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to village decorating the houses of the poor with thèse 
sacred pictures. Poor daubers for the most part they 
were, but, struggling hard nevertheless after a high dream 
of ideallsm, they now and then had happy inspirations, 
chance intuitions wortby of old Orcagna. 

I am very much afraid that Mabik Rimond will be 
the last of thèse our popular painters. He is one of the 
most curions personalities of that Brittany, now fast dis- 
appearing. I had been meaning to pay him a visit for 
some months. His cottage crowns a rock in the romantic 
Valley of the Guindy about two kilomètres from Tr^uier. 
Outside it is nothing more than an ordinary hovel, but 
within it is indeed a sanctuary. Even the altar is there, 
at the far end of the house, facing the hearth. Above it 
is a tabernacle of glazed earthenware, omamented with 
an extraordinary représentation of the Last Supper. As 
to fumiture, there are but the barest necessaries : a bed, 
a cnpboard, standing beside one another with the un- 
comfortable air of things that feel out of place. For 
the resty empty walls, or rather peopled — peopled to 
excess with Mabik's superabundant visions. 

At the moment when I crossed the threshold, the 
master of the house was seated on a stool in the 
chimney-comer superintending the ccoking of the mid- 
day meaL He welcomed me without disturbing himself, 
according to Breton fashion. 

"If you are a Christian, make yourself at home 
hère,'' said he, with the quiet politeness of those of the 
lower orders in Basse Bretagne, who allow people to 
corne among them. 

Two coarsely carved heads projected from the angles 
of the chimney. One held the iron claw of the gôlà-lutik 
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(the long, slender, twisted pine candie) between its 
lips, like a pipe. It was Ravachol, Mabik explained 
to me, and the other opposite was the devil tempting 
him. Lr Petit Journal has found its way into this 
unlettered Armorica. 

We soon became the best of friends, for I spoke 
Breton, and he was a smoker. Whilst helping himself 
to my tobacco he told me the story of his life. 

He was born, to use his own expression, in some 
ditch or oliier, like any weed, and ever since he had 
been sweeping chimneys. Every now and then he had 
married, and had been, as he said, " widowed and re- 
widowed ; " he was now living with his fourth wife. As 
I expressed my sympathy, he observed philosophicaliy — 

^ Oh, they are always a little damaged when they 
marry me ; but," he added quickly, ^ they hâve ail been 
pretty enough to make up for that, as any of my neigh- 
bours will tell you." 

He certainly is ugly enough — ^bald, with a dirty 
bristling beard, and squinting eyes, 9 regular *' paysan 
du Danube," even to his éloquence, with soot, moreover, 
great plaques of black, encrusting his old cheeks. If 
any one asked him why, with the river at his very door, 
he never washed himself, he would reply with a mis- 
chievous look, that for at least a quarter of an hour 
afterwards the clear soûl of the running water would 
be troubled by it, and very likely she would be too 
disgusted to sing. 

^ She has quite enough to do," he would say, *' wash- 
ing the dirt ofT those townspeople." 

The townspeople he detests, and looks upon them 
with the lordly contempt of one of the rebels of 1830, 
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ezpressed in language whose picturesque violence I 
rnust be excused from translating. 

* I want to hear about your saints, Mabik Rémond/* 
say I, after a little while. '' Tell me about your muséum/' 

"There it is^" he answered, waving his hand around. 
''Those are the walls €»i which I practise. When I 
hâve really settled my man in, and know that from that 
time forward I shall hâve him ready to hand, I lay a 
iayer of limewater over him, and begin something else. 
You see this Saint Trémeur ? I painted hlm out fifteen 
timeSi It is very difficult to catch the expression of a 
man of that kind— one who carnes his head in his arms 
instead of on his shouldera Then that Saint Laurence 
—ah, he gave me a lot of trouble ; and Saint Herbot 
hère was worse stilL What do you say ? My models ? 
Oh, jost the stone or wooden figures I kneel to in the 
chapels, when I am on my chimney-sweeping joumeys 
tfaroagfa the Trégorrois country between Plestin and 
PaimpoL I look at them, I study them, I pray to them, 
and then I carry away their likeness in my eyes." 

And so, no doubt, he has, for he has remained very 
faitfafal to ancient traditions. Thèse early Breton saints 
hâve bequeathed their secret hearts to him, and he has 
reproduced their awkward yet expressive appearance 
with extraordinary fidelity. It is a very simple form 
of art, coarse one might almost call it, and yet sym- 
bolical to a rare degree — symbolical, and at the same 
time intensely realistic. 

* When and how did this idea of being a painter of 
saints fint corne to you, Mabik ?" I asked at length. 

" How can I tell ? Does any one know why the 
stars rise when the night cornes down ? I hâve always 



9St THE lAND OF PARDONS 

been fond of the beautiful things in the churches, the 
old, old churches of the past, that were full of such 
marvels as we shall never see again. When I was quite 
a little lad| travelling hither and thither, sweeping 
chimneys, I used often to sleep in deserted chapélsy for 
no one thought of shutting their doors. I sometimes 
lay awake for a long time before going to sleep, or 
rather I used to keep on waking up in the night, 
fanc}ring that I heard the poor saints weeping in the 
darkness. 

*^ ' Mabik/ they would say to me, * Mabik, we are so 
very, very old, older even than your dear father ; ours 
is indeed a sad fate. When we hâve quite rotted away 
we shall be forgotten ; no one will remember even our 
faces.' " 

He paused a moment, and then went on in a lower 
voice — 

*' Besldes, you know, there was something else. The 
women are often very troublesome. They make scènes, 
and when that happens I don't stay to listen ; I just 
pack ofT. I dare say you know the ruined oratory of 
Saint Elud in the pine wood, a little above La Fontaine- 
de-Minuet Well, that is my refuge, my 'house of 
peace.' No more human voices there ; no more scold- 
ing tongues, but a deep solitude where the days flow 
slowly by under the great melodious trees. One winter, 
a short time after my second marriage, I lived out there 
for over a week. I had taken a few crusts of bread by 
way of food, and as for drink, I had only to go to the 
spring. The nights were glowing and frosty. I put 
together a roof of bracken to shelter my head, and a 
fire of pine needles to warm my feet, and one night as I 
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was just falling asleep I heard some one call me by my 

natne. I opened my eyes» and there before me, out of 

thc whîte mist that rose from the valley, I saw a vision 

grow, the phantom of a saint, whom I knew at once. It 

was Yves of Kervarzin» the kindly priest, the entertainer 

of houseless vagabonds, the friend of penniless vn^tcbes. 

^ As he showed himself to me that n^ht, so I hâve 

painted bim ever since, as far as I was able, with his 

black cap, his long cassock, and his beautiful alb, ail 

sparkling as though woven out of the moonlight It 

was he who htgan my famé as an artist I painted 

him first in one farm, then in another, till at last, as 

soon as I went into a house, they would catch me by 

the waîstcoat, crying — 

** ' Sweep our chimneys or not as you please ; that is 
aU one to us, but you must draw over there by the 
window ; you must draw your Saint Ervoan.* 

^ And even now, when I pass by the doors, the little 
ones flock out, crying — 

" * Hère is Mabik Rémond ; hère is the blackbird of 
Saint Yves/ 

^ But unfortunatdy the good things of this life only 
corne once. Can you tell me of a single fisherman's or 
peasant's cottage in Tr^or which has not the great 
holy figure upon its walls ? So I hâve been obliged to 
look for other subjects. Oh yes, I know that in our 
country there are plenty of saints. Boatloads of them 
landed hereabouts that had Lewias to pilot them and 
Tugdual as captain. I know them ail well enough, and 
if there was any good in it I could give you their 
names, their history, and the faces that hâve come 
down to us as theirs, I even bring them to life again 
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after a fashion, with a little soft brick and some soot. 
People say, 'Make us such and such a saint, Mabik,' 
and I make him. But look hère, TU tell you inrhat it 
is. If I could do as I liked, I would paint none but 
Saint Yves. The young rascals are quite right; a 
painter of Saint Yves I hâve lived, and a painter of 
Saint Yves I shall die. • • J' 

So spoke Mabik Rëmond on that peaceful A^ugust 
afternoon, when for a little while I was his guest^ while 
the mill of Job- An-Dû tick-tacked steadily down in the 
valley, and the bells of Minihy rang for a baptisai. 
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OHAPTBR IV 

TWO years earlier, during the vacation of 1890, 1 was 
sitting beneath the spreading shadows of the 
garden at Rosmapamon. We had been talking of the 
new tomb of Saint Yves which was shortly to be dedi- 
cated in the church of Tréguier, and now, in this 
shadowy old garden, the greatest enchanter whom 
Brittany bas produced since Merlin, called up before 
a group of bis friends those memories of bis child- 
hood that centred round the ancient monument. 

** I never saw it with my eyes," said he. " It was 
destroyed during the Révolution by the horde of 
vandals who hâve left such terrible marks of their 
passage over our Annonça. But several old people 
whom I knew in my childhood remembered it, and they 
hâve often told me about it It seems that it must 
bave been a most beautiful thing. Our sculptors in the 
fifteenth centuiy were very clever artists, and quite 
origmaL It is most lamentable that snch a master- 
piece should bave disappeared As far back as I can 
remember, there was never anything in the place where 
it formerly stood but a slab of red marble. My mother 
had her chair close beside it, at the foot of the pulpit. 
When first they thought of re-erecting the monument, 
they raised this slab, and made some excavations in 
the hope of discovering relies of the saint 
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''Can you believe me, when I say that they found 
nothing ? It is very much to the honour of our honest 
Breton clergy that it was so. Italian priests would 
certainly hâve found something. 

''Perhaps it is a pity that the new tomb has been 
placed so exactiy on the site of the old. I myself am 
sorry for it In its présent position it lacks distinctioni 
space, remoteness ; an3rwhere else it would hâve looked 
better; in the Duke's Chapel, for example. At ail 
events, it is to be hoped that by the aid of some suit- 
able dark-coloured pedestal it will be enabled to stand 
out better from its surroundings."^ 

" There is another thing that I regret very much» the 
omission of good John of Kergoz from among the ranks of 
those figures that form the guard of Saint Yves. He was 
the saint's teacher, and the most devoted of his friends. 
I once visited the old manor house of Kerborz, and saw 
the room where they studied together, John acting as 
tutor. When the time at last came for the boy to leave 
home, that time so dreaded by ail Breton mothers, it 
was to John of Kergoz that Dame Azou du Quinquiz 
entrusted her son with ail kinds of anxious instructions. 
How seriously he undertook his task, leading Yves as 
by the hand up to man's estate ! You know that the 
saint died early. John himself, on the other hand, per- 
sisted in living on, until he had taken part in the 
canonization of his pupil. It was not till then that 
he laid down his trusta and I think it must hâve been 
a very touching sight to see the old man of ninety years 
speaking with such energy and enthusiasm, that he not 

* See the description which Monsieur de la Borderie has gîven 
of the tomb. 
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cQly convinced his audience, but drew tears from tbeir 
eyes. This is how he should hâve been represented on 
the tomh. But I bave sougbt for bim in vain, and I 
cannot belp feeling very sorry for tbe omission*" 

I gîve tbe above conversation word for word But 
alas for tbe simple subtle cbarm in whicb tbis wizard 
dotbed bis every utterance. Tbat secret be bas carried 
witb bim to bis grave. 

*:* I was at Tréguier on Monday, tbe eigbtb of September, 
tbe second day of tbe Triduum. Wbat a startling contrast 
between tbe old narrow streets, for centuries benumbed 
in cloistral slumber, and tbose long, winding, gliding 
crowds, seetbing bere and tbere into deep wbirling eddies. 

But I must confess tbat my Breton feelings are 
always a little sbocked by tbe very popularity of tbese 
religious festivals. Hère, for instance, it seemed to me 
tbat the effect was too theatrical, tbe music too pro- 
fessional, tbere were too many sigbtseers, too many 
photc^^rapbers. Tbere is a certain jealous basbfulness 
about our race tbàt shows itself whenever ber innermost 
feelings are called in question, as tbey are by tbese 
exquisite antiquated cérémonies in whicb she finds 
comfort and pleasure. Under a brusque exterior she 
b modest and refined ; ostentation frightens ber. 

At ber ordinary pardons you will scarcely bear any- 
tbîng but tbe muffled sound of a few drums and the 
blowing of pastoral pipes. Tbe blare of brass instru- 
ments disturbs tbe harmony of tbose sweet, solemn 
dreams tbat she scarcely dare murmur to herself ; and 
knowing this, and also witb wbat jealous care the 
counby of Tréguier bas always preserved the worshîp of 
Saint Yves, I was sbocked and distressed at ail this noise. 
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It is during the first nights of May, wben, according 
to a sweet local expression, " le ciel s'ouvre^ semble planer 
de plus haut sur la terre/'* tbat the costom is to betake 
oneself by the dusky, sweet-smelling, hawthorn-bordered 
road to Minihy. 

After supper the folks b^in to gather in groups at 
the foot of the great calvary that marks the beginning 
of the sacred way. It is at one and the same time an 
evening walk and a procession. The people pace slowly 
along under the stars, and the soft air is fuU of balmy 
odours. No cross is borne aloft; there are neither 
cletgy nor choristers. Silence is the rule, and prayers 
are breathed forth with a vague murmuring that in no 
way disturbs the perfect calm. It is like a procession of 
shadows gliding though the night The aged towns- 
women in their delicious old-fashioned caps, stifle their 
least footsteps in list slippers, hiding their hands in their 
broad sleeves after the manner of nuns. In ail the 
ditches beggars are crouching, one-armed folksi cripples, 
blind people, and lepers, many of them waving torches 
so that the bright red glow may heighten the effect of 
their deformities. And ail the while they clamour for 
alms, and pass the tragic story of their woes from one 
to another with a curious mixture of truth and exaggera- 
tion. Some seem to hâve their knees fixed in the ground ; 
so motionless they are, one might almost take them for 
statues. Others are standing with their heads thrown 
back, so that the starlight is reilected on their white and 
sightless eyeballs. Others call attention to a large family 
sleeping round them, curly cherubs laid away in the 
grass of the ditch, lighted up by a tallow candie. 

* '* Heaven opening, watcheth the earth from on high." 
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And oh, ihe bursts of lamentation, the hoarse voices 
^the old men, the shrill piping of the women. 

^En hanô Sant Erwan . . • En hanô Sant Erwan . . ."* 

Alms come pouring in, gradually the sound dies 
away, and silence again grows deep. 

During the whole way the pilgrims do not exchange 
a single word. It is ** le pardon mut/' the silent Pardon, 
one of the most usual forms of Breton dévotion. 

Now it will be seen at once that a people who 
understand piety after this fashion are scarcely likely to 
appreciate pompons shows which cannot be otherwise 
than rather crowded and discordant 

^ Ma Doué," murmured a peasant girl from Louannec 
who stood near me at the Triduum at Tréguier, " how 
can one pray in the midst of ail this noise ? " 

And there were thousands of people who felt as she 
did But pray do not let me be misunderstood. I 
hâve no wish to condemn thèse great féUs altogether. 
The majority of the public consider them quite success- 
ful, and certainly, if only the *' fireworks " were left out, 
some portions of them would be of unquestionable 
beauty. Such among others, is that vigil of the faithful 
hdd in the cathedral during the night between Monday 
and Tuesday. 

Wben I went into the church it was already late. In 
sptte of the fresh night breeze and the air that entered 
by the open doors, one was conscious of a faint warmth, 
the heavy breath of the multitude that lay there half 
asleep in attitudes expressive of duU weariness. In 
the dim uncertain light of a few candies the great 
{Mllars rose, damp and green, like the trunks of giant trees 

* ^ In the name of Saint Yves.* 
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waving mysterious shadowy branches, high up beneath 
the vaulting, and a scattered prayer, continuons, mono- 
tonous, roamed through the silence, rising and falling 
like the humming of bées. Did it corne from those 
hundreds of weary lips, or from those of the old stone 
bishops, who lay with joined hands under the iow 
arches in the wall ? 

And among ail the confused, whispering darkness 
was one'bright spot — the tomb, a white bier lit by a 
forest of glittering candies. 

There, white also, with the sparkling Whiteness of 
marble, lay the dead figure of Saint Yves. Along the 
grille which surrounds the monument, there was a per- 
pétuai gliding of ghostly shadows moving to a sound of 
prayers and bead-telling. 

Suddenly there arose a single voice, a man's voice 
large and full, singing to the tune of an old war-song, a 
hymn in praise of the saint. 

'' N'hen eus ket en Breiz, nlien eus ket unan, 
N'hen eus ket eur Zant evel sant Erwan. . . .*'^ 

It had the eflfect of a bugle call on a courtyard full 
of soldiers. A great thrill shook the crowd. Even the 
sleepiest sprang up, and a mighty choir b^an to repeat 
each verse after the singer. It was a wild distracting 
clamour, with which the very cathedral itself seemed to 
vibrate. Even the candies woke up and bumed with 
a clearer light. 

• "There is nDt in Bretagne, there is not one, 
There is not a saint like our Saint Erwan. . . ." 

Canon Lb Pon. 
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Then the voices went out, ail slumbered once more, 
and there at the end of the nave lay the white corpse 
of Saint Yves, watched over by a crowd of his poor 
wofshippers. 

Next day, in a bla^e of sunlight, at the conclusion of 
High Mass, the processions began pouring out of the 
porch. Twenty parishes were there, headed by their 
clergy, ail the Breton bishops^ the successors of Saint 
Fol, Saint Brieuk, Saint Tugdual, and ail the cowls of 
the old monkish city, coifs bent low over the faces, eyes 
faded and furtive. And the bells b^an pealing, not 
only those of the cathedral and of the neighbouring 
convents, but the bells of ail the surrounding villages, 
Plouguiel, Minihy, Trédarzec, Kerborz, till the sound of 
their great voices roUed and echoed on high, like the 
booming swell of a mighty océan. 

Then the march began. Between two ranks of flags 
the gorgeously embroidered banners of the various 
parishes were borne aloft, swinging on staves, solid as 
masts. Sooie were new and glittering, others more 
vénérable displayed their tarnished gold and duU em- 
broideries with a certain pride. 

On the greater number, worked in high relief, 
appeared the heavy figures of the saints of Trégor; 
one could almost read their names as they went by, 
Trémeur, Tryphine, Coupala, Bergat, Sezni, Guennolé, 
Gonéry, Liboubane, a whole barbarous litany of them, 
which the foreigners, gathered amateur-like from the 
neighbouring seaside resorts, tried in vain to pronounce. 
Immediately before the skuU of Yves Héloury, 
enclosed in its magnificent reliquary, walked six pages 
dressed in yellow and black, the colours of the saint, 
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bearing on their breasts the arms of Kervarzin, fou; 
blackbirds on a field of gold. Behind walked the pre* 
latesy the priests, and then followed the croivd, stili 
singing to that old battle-song, the ** Canticle of Sanli 
Erwan." And it was certainly very magnificent 

In thLs imposing fashion they passed through ail the 
streets of Tréguîer. But to the great surprise o^ the 
faiihfuly they did not go to Minihy, they dîd not, that 
is to say, pay theh* homage to Saint Yves in his own 
home. 

I like to think that this was out of respect for certain 
préjudices, which the Bretons express by saying — 

** To each saint his own pardon.** 
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OHAPTEB V 

BUT aiter ail there is only one festival which can 
tnily be called the Pardon of Saint Yves ; it is 
that which is celebrated at Minihy on the nineteenth 
ofMay. 

At the time of which I affi going to speak we were 
living at Penvenan» a big, duU town on a bare plain 
that lies between the Guindy and the sea. High gorse- 
covered banks nin over it in every direction, cutting it 
up into fields and meadows, so that in spring it is like a 
cobweb of golden tlireads. 

It is a huge parish, and in the interior the laboarers 
are qnite comfortably ofT, growing wheat, and rearing 
floclcs and herds. Some few of them are really rich, 
and live in roomy farms built of hewn stone like manor- 
houses. 

But it is quite otherwise with tiie poor fishing clans 
scattered along the coast In thdr villages, comfort is 
almost unknown.' The men are away for five or six 
months' of the year, toiling among the difficult and 
dangerous fisheries of Iceland and Newfoundland ; and 
many never corne back. Then their families, falling 
into distress, go to swell the ranks of the chercheurs de 
pain. Now it is well known that in Brittany, begging, 
iar Crom being considered a di^frace, is almost looked 
npon as an honourable occupation. The poor, like the 

D 
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witless, are regarded as sacred beings ; whoever fails to 
show them respect runs the risk of eternal damnation. 
So every one treats them with the greatest considération, 
and they hâve their bowl on the dresser, their mattress 
in the bam or the stable. In the district of Tréguier 
they form a regular society, and proudly style themselves 
the •* clients of Saint Yves." 

When his festival draws near, thèse ragged, infirm 
créatures deck themselves out in their tatters, and off 
they gaily start on their crutches. 

" Thîs is our Pardon," they say, " Pardon ar bewieo, 
the Pardon of the Poor." 

How I wish that in a few Unes I could picture to 
you the face of one of thèse clients of the saint, perhaps 
the honestest man whom I hâve ever known. He was 
called simply Baptiste, as though he had never borne 
any other name. He lived on the road to Lannion, in 
a hut of which only the roof and the walls were wanting. 
The rain and the snow had free entry, and the wind 
had established itself there as though quite at home. 
Friendless cats swarmed in the far corners, and numbers 
of other beasts besides. If one joked Baptiste about 
them, he would answer philosophically — 

*' Duman e ty an homnu" (" My house is everybod/s 
home.") 

He had very strict notions about hospitality, had 
Baptiste, but was somewhat of a cynic, professing a 
serene indifférence for externals, and only valuing 
matters that concerned the soûl. He was, however, ex- 
tremely fond of his pipe, and his face lengthened when 
he had nothing to smoke. Nor did a little glass of 
brandy now and then come amiss to him, but that was 
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aU; no other passion troubled his simple heart; he 
went into his grave as pure as he had corne out of his 
childish cradie. He died on the eve of his eightieth year^ 
one frosty night, with no witness, without a cry, ''dosing 
his own eyes" to use the expression of the neighbour 
who found him dead. When they took off his dothes, 
they found in his pockets, beside his pipe and tobacco- 
poudi, an andent scrap of a letter that no one was able 
to dedpher, and on his thin, haiiy breast a scapulary. 
Some few da}^ earlier he had accosted my father in the 



" I am looking to you to Und me a sheet, when the 
time comes to bury me" said he. 

He did not in the least doubt being able to return 
it in the other world. Thus the Celts of old time looked 
beyond the term of this life. Baptiste differed, however, 
in some wBys from others of his poor brethren. Not 
only did he never ask alms, but he refused them with an 
ill-disguised anger» however delicately oflfered. About 
this he was absolutely inflexible. He professed to 
bdieve that uneamed bread choked those who ate it 
Often when I came down in the moming, I would find 
him installed by the kitchen fire smoking. He had an 
inbom refinement, and always made a pretext of lighting 
bis pipe or of telling some pièce of news to get into 
one's house, nor would he come at ail unless in entire 
sympatby with his hosts. He loved me for just those 
things which I loved, for ail that Breton past of which 
even then I was a student As to my parents, in his 
whole acquaintance he knew no one to compare to them, 
aod in that he was certainly right, good man. I would 
go up to him and we would shake hands and b^in to 
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talk ; ihen my mother would corne in and ask him te 
stay to breakfast; ^ without ceremony." 

** If you hâve any work for me to do, yes^ certainly. 
If not| you know it must be no." 

Of course there always was some work in reserve for 
Baptiste, preferably that which required a good deal of 
strengtli, such as moving rubbish-heaps or cleaving 
wood. He did it ail with a charming inexpertnes^ 
poor old fellow» but he was a gentle soûl, prone to 
delusion ; he would persuade himself quite honestly tliat 
he had performed marvds, and always measured the 
quality of his work by the perspiration which trickled 
down his hoUow cheeks. 

^ You are tiring yourself too much, Baptiste^" my 
mother would say to him ; ** we shall kill you ten 3^ears 
before your time by ait this work." And the compli- 
ment always touched him to the quick, so that he 
beamed again. We used to make him sit down at table 
in the midst of us, as is the custom in old Breton 
homes. He was usually very hungry, for he did not 
taste even bread every day, and yet we had to piess 
him to eat. Many times without his knowledge hâve 
we fiUed his pockets. His talk was always most in- 
teresting; he had watched so many people live and 
seen so many things happen. Accumulated treasures of 
popular knowledge rolled about anyhow in his memory 
like the shingle on the seashore at the time of the rising 
of the tide, and, like a gatherer of wreckage» I alwa}^ 
sought eagerly in the heap. 1 

One evening he appeared on our doorstep decentii 
dressed in almost dean rags. ^ 

** Would you like to take part in the Pardon of thi 
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Poor?'' he asked me/'they are expecting me at the 
hoose of the farmer of Saint Yves, my friend Yaouank, 
vho Is under certain obligations to me.'* 

It was qnite a godsend to me, and I hastened to 
acœpt his invitation. During the course of the after- 
Qoon, I had several times noticed that the town was 
more lively ihan usaaL From ail the little sandy 
roads flocked troops of beggars — ^men, women, children. 
They crossed the square without stopping, without even 
casting a glance at the house doors, then tumed off on 
the road to Tréguier, where they disappeared between 
Ihe hedges of fresh green broom. We took the same 
direction. It was nearly seven o'clock. Behind us, on 
the Perros stde, the sun in his setting looked like the 
mouth of a fumace. Over our heads little fleecy clouds, 
white as fresh*washed wool, hung motionless, drowsing 
in the deptfas of the sky. Although his legs were bent 
beneath the weight of âge, Baptiste walked at a brisk 
pace. As I observed this to him— 

'^ Whoever is bom poor ought to hâve good feet,'* he 
answered in the sententious way habituai to him. ** It 
is not for nothing that people of my sort are called 
baleer-bro, trampers. Bread does not corne to us of its 
own accord ; needs must that we go to find it, and it is 
a trade that wants legs, or crutches/' he added, pointing 
to a cripple shufHing along, a little before us, between 
his two wooden suppc»ts. Baptiste continued: '^The 
books hâve no doubt told you what a walker Saint Yves 
our patron was ? '' 

"Oh, the books say nothing about thèse things, 
gaffer ; tell me about it yourself" 

* What do they talk about then, thèse books ? Well, 
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at ail events, look you hère. When Yves was old enough 
to go to school, his parents found themselves in a 
difEculty, for at that time, in the whole countiy of 
Trégor, there was only one master worthy to teach him. 
He was leamed enough, but lived at Yvias, away down 
there at the lower end of the Goëlo, eight leagues away 
from Minihy. Azou de Quinquiz was only williog to 
send her son to school on condition that he took ail his 
meals in the midst of his own people, and came home 
to sleep every evening ; for the idea of being separated 
entirely from him was unbearable to her; yet on the 
other hand, it was necessary that he should be taught 
as quickly as possible in order to become a great saint 
Now Yves noticed that his mother had long hours of 
sadness; so presently he asked her the cause of her 
grief. 

^'You mean to say that that is ail?' he cried. 
* Pack me up my ABC and my Catechism ; to-morrow 
moming at daybreak I shall start for Yvias, and doD't 
trouble yourself, before twelve o'clock I shall be back 
again.' 

** They let him hâve his way, and he started ofT for 
Yvias, carrying his little packet of books tied togetber 
by a cord, on his shoulder. When the other scholars 
arrived he was already in his place on the form. There 
he remained without stirring,very attentive, very diligent, 
till nearly half-past eleven. Then he rose. 

** * What is the matter ? ' asked the master. 

" ' It is time that I went home. I hear the footstep 
of the sacristan of Minihy going up the tower staîrs to 
ring the Angélus.' 

^' Oh, but that is impossible.* 
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"'Put your foot upoa mine, and you will hear as I 
da' 

** The twelve o'clock Angélus had not finished sound- 
ing when the young saint was back beside his mother 
in the great hall of Kervarzin. This, they say, was his 
first miracle, and for two years he repeated it twice 
cvety day." 
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OHAPTEE VI 

NEITHER Baptiste nor I had the invisible wings of 
Yves Héloury. Twilight had begun to fall, and 
still we had to climb the rise which enables one to join 
the Minihy road without passing through the towiu We 
scarcely spoke now, for the shadows invited to silence, and 
little by little there stole over me the vague melancholy 
which fiUs one's heart at the grey approach of evening, 
that mysterious foreshadowing of the twilight of life's 
day. Suddenly» as we emerged from a gap, the outline 
of a high, solitaiy belfiy, bereft of its church, stood eut 
against the sun, casting a shadow almost to our feet 
It was the tower of Saint Michel Naturally, we expected 
to find it there, standing upon this sharp backbone of 
land, in its ruin-scattered enclosure. But the apparition 
of the stone phantom was so sudden that it impiessed 
us as a bad omen^ and involuntarily we quickened our 
steps. A few çrows, perched in the holes <^ the spire, 
croaked recall to the laggards of the flock, waving 
long black wings, which appeared enormous in the 
uncertain light 

** Let us make haste I let us make haste 1 '' murmured 
Baptiste, and as soon as we were out of sight of the 
ghostly tower, he took the opportunity to tell me its 
legend. 

^ It ail happened a few years after the death of 
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Yves Hélouiy. AIready the poor, his protégés^ had 
turned his native town into a place of pilgrimage. 
They came there just as tfaey do to-day» from ail parts, 
with the greatest dévotion, those who lived on the 
seashore being of course obliged to pass over the lands 
of Saint Michel in order to reach the village. But 
Saint Michel's was at this time a resort of the rich. 
Almost every gentleman in Tr%uier had a country 
house there, where he lived with his family during the 
fine weather, from April to tbe beginning of October. 
In order that the ladies should bave the Mass close at 
ha&d, thèse gentiemen had raised at their common cost, 
a magnificent church, which, built on a height, overlooked 
the belfries ail round, including that of the cathedral 
itself, to which they say it was not inferior in splendour. 
As to the clergy, it had been stipulated that they should 
ail be of good blood. In short, only gentlemen lived in 
thb territory. They led a merry life there. Every 
day that God made there were hunting parties, sound- 
ings of homs, banquetings, drinkings, feasts and carou- 
sels. You can fancy that thèse people had no attention 
to give to Saint Yves and his poor. When they saw 
the beggars corne through their thickets and fields, they 
were roused to indignation. 

'"Are we to allow thèse people, in their tattered 
dothes, to disturb our pleasure by the walking spectacle 
of their misery 7 ' they said. 

" So counsel was taken, and, a short time after, criers 
were sent through ail the parishes around to proclaim 
duit the twenty or thirty estâtes, situated in Saint 
Hicfaers, would henceforward be endowed with a right 
of toU, and that it would take the form of a gold pièce 
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for each peraon passing tbrough the land. In default 
of payment, the delinquent would undergo such punish- 
ment as it should please the gentlemen to inflîct upon 
him* To ask a beggar for a gold pièce ! You sec the 
humour of it ? The gentlemen themselves roared with 
laughter at the device. But there is a proverb, you 
know, that says, * He laughs best who laughs longest/ 
and thèse people of Saint Michel had expérience of 
that, for the joke cost them dear.* 

" For one year, for two years, ail went well, the edict 
succeeded. AU the poor people made a lai^e détour, 
and gave the place a wide berth. No doubt Saint Yves 
was not particularly pleased with this way of treating 
his people, but he waited till the proper moment came 
for manifesting his just anger. At last an occasion pre- 
sented itself. One day a misérable blind man wandered 
into the forbidden precincts. The guard seized him 
and led him before the assembled noblemen. 

" * A-ha,' they cried, ' so we hâve caught one, hâve 
we ? And where wast thou going, beggar ? ' 

'* ' To Saint Yves, worthy masters ; may his blessing 

r 

rest upon you/ 

" ' Thou hast been caught trespassing on our land, 
thou must pay the fine.' 

** By way of answer, the blind man tumed his tattered 
pockets inside out, and nothing but a few crumbs of 
black bread appeared Then the gentlemen made a 
sign to the guards, and the next instant they had 
hoisted the poor man up the clock tower, and made 

* It is a curious fact, that in ail Brittany, Saint Michel's is 
the only parish where I hâve notîced a proclamation a^inst 
begging.— (F. M. G.) 
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him fast to the iron arms of the cross at the summit of 
(he steeple. 

" * Pray Saint Yves to give you back your sight/ cried 
hîs tormenters, ' for you hâve the best positiofi in the 
vorld from which to see his Pardon/ 

" Scarcely had they finished speaking, when the sky 
became black as ink. A thick darkness fell over ail the 
land as on the day when the Christ died, and from thé 
belly of the clouds darted forth iiery serpents. In 
the twinkling of an eye, church, manors, woods, fields, 
ail were destroyed^ bumt up, reduced to cinders. Only 
the steeple, on which hung the mart)rred body of the old 
man, was spared. With regard to him, some even say 
that invisible hands unfastened his bonds, and that he 
found himself, he knew not how, walking safe and sound 
to Hinihy. As to the gentlemen of Saint Michel, there 
remains not a trace of them unless it be their soûls, 
which, tumed into crows, are condemned to fly ominously 
^nd the tower until the judgment day. 

" Doue da bardono d'an Anaon. God's pardon on the 
dead," conduded Baptiste, crossing himself on his fore- 
head,. his lips, and his breast 

By this time we were entering Minihy. The end of 
the one street looks out over a stretch of country, sink- 
ing in a gentle slope towards the flowery banks of the 
Jaudy, and beneath the calm night sky the waters of the 
river shone below us with a cold gleam. Before passing 
the church3rard, where pilgrims were walking silently 
round and round among the tombs, we paused, and our 
sig^t plunged through the arch of the porch into the 
church itself, following an avenue of candies, which went 
and narrowing down towards the altar. 
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It was very dark where we stood Heavy foliaged 
treeSf chestnuts perhaps^ formed a vault above us^ and 
the branches descended to the embankments that 
bordered the road^ so that we groped our way aloi^ 
as through an underground passage. Suddenly the 
barking of dogs, a great sound of voices^ and the bright 
shining of a blaze of brusfawood. We were crossing 
the sill of the manor of Kervarzia 

** Is there room for two more^ if you please ? *' cried 
Baptiste, in a cheerful voice. 

The huge kitchen was ah-eady full of b^^^ars, some 
leaning against the wooden half-partitipn, that in Breton 
farms shelters the hearth from the draught of the ^door, 
others crouching about on the hard earthen floor, or 
sitting knees to chin on the little bench that ran from 
end to end of the roonu 

At Baptiste's words a jovial old peasant, with curly 
grey hsdr, rose from the chimney-comer, and came 
toward us. 

''Hâve you ever heard of a poor person being 
sent away from Kervarzin on the eve of the Pardon of 
the blessed Saint Yves?" he asked, smiling gravely, 
without removing his pipe from his mouth, and pressing 
the hand that Baptiste held out to hîm ; ** and it is not 
only the poor who are welcome at my house," he con* 
tinued» when my conductor had introduced me^ and I in 
tum had held out my hand. " Your father may possibly 
hâve told you that at the house of Yaouank*coz there 
is alwa)rs hot soup and cripes, with a free glass of dder 
for friends.'^ 

He had the manners of a gentleman, this peasaot; 
and I was obliged to accept his oak annchair at the 
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angle of the hearth. Ah I how pleasant it was there, 
before the clear flame tfaat rose and rose, lighting up ail 
tfae kitchen, painting with its red glow the polished doors 
of cnpboards^ transfiguring the faces of the b^^ars, 
wakening the joy of life in their faded features and 
lifeless eyes. 

From the hook of the chimney-chain hung an 
enormous pot, from which, as the servant raised the 
lid, clonds of steam came pouring, and a rich smell 
of bacon filled the air. The table was covered with 
bowrlsy which a man had just filled with cripes of black 
com that he wrung asunder in his hands. 

^ G>m^ bo)r8/* cried Father Yaouank, * the soup Is 
quite rcady/' 

How can I ever {Mctore to you the indescribable 
scène that followed ? It threw one right back into the 
Hiddle Ages, to some Gmr des miracles. To the com- 
parative silence which until now had reigned among thèse 
people^ tired ont for the most part as they were, and 
glad to let themselves drowse in the warm comfort of a 
iveil-to-do hoase, a tumult succeeded; a scuffling and 
bustling, accompanied by cries, oaths even, and blows ; 
everybody stniggling at the same time to reach the 
tabler each one anxious to be first to get hold of his 
bowL The lame, especially, made a tremendous com- 
motion, prodding among the l^s of the able-bodied 
with their crutches, while a one-armed man, half-crushed, 
bellowed despairingly, waving aloft a huge arm, finished 
off by an inunense hand. The blind stumbled about, 
stretching their anns out before them, roUing their sigfat- 
fess eyeballs, and from the hearth Yaouank-coz watched 
Aem, his pipe in the corner of his mouth, quietiy amused. 



46 THE LAND OF PARDONS 

^Now then; one after another/' he commanded, 
barring the way to the fireplace with his great body; 
'^ whoever makes any disturbance cornes last" 

Then a calm succeeded The proœssion of the pot 
began. The beggars approacbed one by one, presenting 
their crèpe-fUled bowls, which the servant girl filled up 
with soup. 

By the light of the fire I watched it ail, and oh, the 
strange heads that I saw therel Fat, some of them 
bloated, with purple bniises, looking for ail the world 
like water-melons. Others thin, with an ascetic thin- 
ness, frozen faces of dead men ; ail the life gone back 
into the feverish, restless eyes. Others hard and wom, 
with the energetic profiles of pirates, and some quite 
exquisite, too, I mean among the women, with a divine 
sadness of expression, a délicate, suffering pallon 

I remember one in particular, a pure type of the 
Madonna, mystical grâce spread over her refined features, 
and inexpressible sweetness ruled her bearing. Ooe 
would hâve thought her no créature of flesh and blood. 
Her naked feet, bronzed with the sun of the high-roads, 
scarcely seemed to touch the ground. She had long 
eyelids and very long lashes, but when she passed near 
to me I saw on her neck the traces of scrôfula* I asked 
her name of Baptiste. 

'' She cornes from Pleumeur," said he ; " she is an 
innocent. They say that she has the falling sickness, and 
that for six months of the year her body is ail one wound.** 

Soon nothing could be heard but the noise of wooden 
spoons scraping the bottoms of bowls ; the soup had 
been swallowed in a few gulps. 

The master of the house, the Penn-ti^èz, knelt 
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«p on the hearthstone and began to repeat the evening 
prayer. The beggars made the responses in a con- 
iiisedy stammering way» their voices sleepy aod purring. 
Opposite me, on the other side of the hearth, stood a 
capboard bed, its narrow opening looking like a window 
with little flowered chintz curtains. There, it is said. 
Saint Yves had his straw mattress and pillow of granité 
during the latter part of his short life, when he was 
Govemor of Tréguier, with résidence at Kervarzin» his 
family seat 

Lulled by the humming of the Breton prayers» my 
dreams went back to another evening in the year 12921 
when, perhaps at that very hour, the good saint, on the 
point of falling asleep, thought he heard some one 
knockîog at the door. He was not at al! surprised, for 
his house, was it not an inn, at the service of ail penni- 
less» homeless seuls ? It never occurred to him to call 
Us old servant who had already gone to rest No, he 
rose himself, and, barefoot, went to draw back the boit 
(is it certain, indeed, that he had a boit ?). As the door 
opened a blast of wind came in, a blast of bitter 
wind, laden with rain, and the sad voices of a row of 
poor créatures» crouching upon the doorstep, shivering 
piteoasly. 

"Quick, quick I my children, I am just going to re- 
%ht the fire ; so corne in, I hâve been waiting for you.'* 

Yes, indeed, for he was always waiting for such as 
t%. Whence did thcy corne-? Who were they? 
How many were there? What did that matter to 
lùm? I seem to see him kneeling down upon the 
same stone where Father Yaouank has just knelt, 
nnimiurii^ the evening prayer. He blows the fire, 
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which bas almost gone oot» even as the servant giri was 
doing a while since, and like her throws on annfuls et 
dry gorsCf tbat fiâmes bright and clear. Tbe poor 
people corne forward. Tbey seat themselves in tbe ann- 
cbaîrs at eitber corner of tbe bearth, and tbeir rags 
steam in tbe gentle beat, wbile tbeir faces» wet with rain 
and blue witb tbe cold, brigbten and sbine, as tbeir ej^es 
say plainly to each otber-— 

** How pleasant it is bere in tbis good man's borne.** 

Yves bas gone to tbe larder, and bas fetcbed a loaf 
of wbite bread, tbe remains of some pork, and a pièce of 
sait beef. He sets it ail before tbe beggars, tbat they 
may refresb tbemselves. 

** Eat beartily, my friend V' sasrs be ; '' eat as mucfa 
as ever you want'* 

When the bread» tbe pork,and tbe beef bave dis- 
appeared, tbe chief of tbis wandering tribe, a tall rogue 
witb copper-coloured skin» like tbat of a gipsy, wipes 
bis moutb on tbe back of bis band, and begins bolding 
forth to the saint 

" Oby most revered and wisest of bosts,* be says» '^ 1 
sbould be tbe ungratefulest of beggars, if, baving 
received ail tbis kindness from you, I did not make 
our circumstances known to you. Fossibly when yoa 
bear who we are, you will cast us forth into tbe nigbt 
and the cruel rain. Well, at ail events, your goodness 
shall not be abused. My name is Riwallon ; I am a 
native of Friziac, on the borders of Comouailles and 
Vannes. As for my trade, I am a conjurer, and I excd 
in making love-ditties and war-songs. In ail the 
countryside I bave not my equal as a teller of tbe lives 
of beroes and tbe miraculons lq;ends of saints. 
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This is my wife, Panthoarda, the devoted com- 
paxilon of my long wretchedness. She plays the viol 
and tells fortunes ; moreover she knows the virtues of 
lierbs and the art of curing by prayer ; she can also dis* 
tii^^ish between the three hundred kinds of boils and 
tell 'virhich sacred fountain can cure each. 

^ Thèse are my two sons, one plays the bagpipes, 
the other the darionet They hâve poverful lungs and 
nimble fingers. 

** As to thèse two young gîrls, my daughtcrs— — * 

But hère Yves intemipts the conjurer. He has 

noticed that they are pretty» thèse two young girls, 

prettier perhaps than befits thetr poverty, and he has 

seen sl blush beginning to mount into their pale cheeks. 

^ Corne, come^ my good man,'* he exdaims» ** spare 

Qs ail thèse détails for this evening. Your wife and 

your chiidren are half asleep. Even you yourself must 

be tired. May God's peace be with ycu in your 

skumbers. Ail that you need to know from me is, that 

this house îs your home as long as you choose to make 

itsuch.*' 

We know that they chose to do so for a long time, 
^ e/eveo years later, that is to say, in 1303, at the time 
^tbe aaÎDt's death, they were still thcre. 
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OHAPTER VII 

T^HE evening prayer finishedi Yaouank-coz took 
-L down one of those enormous lanterns that 
waggoners hang in front of their carts, lighted it, in- 
vited me to foUow him, and as we went out, the whole 
crowd of beggars closed in behind us. The night was 
slate-grey, sprinkled with tiny stars. We crossed the 
courtyard, the noise of our footsteps stifled by the soft 
litter with which it was strewn, and Yaouaftik, the light 
high above his head, kept crying, ** This way, take care 
of the puddles/' 

Doors opened hère and there^ giving entrance to 
low buildings, grouped like the cottages of a hamlet, 
and the vapourous breath of animais warmed our faces, 
for we were among the stables. In single file the 
beggars passed in silently to the litter of fresh straw 
that had been laid for them. The most nimble climbed 
the ladder leading to the hay-lofts, while the cows, 
astonished, mooed softly in the darkness. Then from 
without I saw the great watchful lantern of the old 
farmer corne and go, now on the ground-floor, now 
under the eaves, as he satisfied himself that each 
one had his place, waming this, settling that, having 
an eye above ail to the avoidance of questionable 
proximities. 

When at last we reached the house again, we 
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found Baptiste asleep^ his arms spread out upon the 
table. 

" If you wîsh to do likewîse," said the farmer» " there 
is my bed. Oh, you will not be depriving me of it I 
shall be on guard till to-morrow. I hâve had long 
expérience of thèse poor folk whom l'm entertatning. 
There are no rascals among them, but there may very 
Ukdy be some careless fellows. A pipe, you know, is a 
veiy tempting thing, and one spark is enough to do a 
great deal of damage." 

''If that is soy may I be allowed to watch with 
you?" 

*Here, Katik, make us a good purgatory fire, 
ooe that will warm us well without burning us. 
Very little wood, you know» and a good deal of 
pcat" 

The servant hastened off to carry out her master's 
order, then retired to bed ; and we rematned alone, 
seated on either side of the hearth, our feet stretched 
out toward the red-hot embers, glowing beneath their 
thîck coverîng of peat 

The silence was vast, and yet there seemed a rustling, 
as though ail the great memories with which this dwell- 
ing teemed w^ere edd)ring round and round in m)rstic 
flight 

''Tell me, Yaouank," I began, " is what I hâve heard 

true?" 

"Ah, you want to hear about the miracle of the 
soup, do you not ? Well, I will tell you ail about it. 
Of course I am not a leamed man ; I wish I were. But 
neither am I a fooL No, honesUy I do not think it 
would corne into anybod/s head to take me for a fooL 



i 



68 THE LAND OF PARDONS 

Well, now, I saw that particular thing to which you 
hâve alluded — saw it with thèse two selfsame eyes 
that I hâve in my head. And I can tell you that they 
are eyes that see pretty clearly. Oh, I know that 
people say that I was drank that evening — that evening, 
indeed I they might as well say this evening. Drook, 
with eighty b^gars in my house, just as I hâve to-night 
— eighty beggars lying about in the straw of my stables 
and in my hay-lofts. I should hâve been three times 
more foolish than any beast Well now, hère is what 
actually happened. You can make what you like of it 
It was on the eighteenth of May, this very date. The 
whole week it had rained without ever leaving off. The 
roads round about were nothing but quagmires, and as 
to the fields where the pilgrimage paths lie, the grass 
was under water. AU the morning it rained, and ail 
the afternoon it still rained — ^rained in torrents. How- 
ever» my wife — ^God rest her souI I for she is dead since 
then — began to get the poor folks' soup ready in the 
great pot just as usual. 

** * Really/ said I, * if you take my advice, you will 
only put on the little saucepan, for we shall hâve nobcxly 
in such weather as this.* 

** She did as I said, only putting on the saucepan 
that holds twenty bowls. 

" By nightfall three guests had arrived, people of the 
neighbourhood, whom we invited to sup with us, intend* 
ing to keep them afterwards to sleep in the house. 
Already the servant had bolted the door, and we were 
sitting round the fire chatting comfortably while waiting 
for evening prayer, when suddenly bang, bang on the 
doori 
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^'Somebody else/ thought we, 'whom this awful 

1^ weather has not frightened' 

\ ** My wife ran to open to them. 

1 '* * Jésus Maria,' I heard ber oy, dasping her hands, 
' how many more — ^how maiiy more ? ' 

* And we saw a flood of people enter, and after them 
more and still more. Soon the kitchen was quite fuU. 
Ail our usual b^[gars were there, those from Pleumeur, 
and those from Trédarzec, those from Penvénan, from 
Trévou, from Kermaria-Sulard And amongst them 
were many strange faces, new pilgrims come from the 
depths of the country, from Ploumilliau, from Trédrèz 
and even from Plestin. They were pitiable to look at, 
poor things, soaked to the skin, dejected, misérable. 
Ah, how much good a little bot soup would hâve done 
them, and there was simply none left — ^possibly a few 
spoonfuls I I was furious with myself. But how could 
I bave foreseen such a gathering ? The poor soûls were 
tuming longing eyes towards the chimney. So I rose 
and said to them — 

" ' We are extremely sorry ; it is the first time that 
such a thlng has ever happened to us, but really it was 
such frightful weather that we did not expect you. I 
am grieved to the bottom of my heart, but the fact is, 
we hâve not prepared any soup for you.' 

** A blank despair spread over ail their faces, and 
there was a moment of sad silence. Then from among 
them a man made his way toward me ; the steam rising 
&om their soaking clothes was so thick that I could not 
clearlysee his face. He put one foot on the hearth- 
stooe, Ufted the cover of the saucepan, bent over it, and 
said in a finn, sweet voice— 
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*' ' With what remains of this soup you shall still give 
comfort to thèse wretched soûls ; ' and having so spoken 
he retired to one side. 

^ His words impressed u& My wife began putting 
the crêpes into the bowls, and the poor folk made tbdr 
way to the hearth as usuaL The servant b^an measur- 
ing out the soup ; one, two, five, ten beggars présentée 
themselves in tum. The pot seemed inexhaustible. 
Twenty came and went, then twenty more^ and still the 
servant kept pouring. 

^ My wife had become pale with excitement How- 
ever hard she worked at her task she could not get on 
fast enough. One of the farm-hands had to come and 
help her. 

^ As for me, a sensé of awe stole over me. We ail 
felt that we were taking part in something supematurali 
and held our breath, scarce daring to move. The weight 
of the miracle was upon us ; not one poor person, I 
assure you, went to bed without his soupi Now, that is 
what I actually saw fifteen years ago to-day. When I 
sought for the man who had spoken he had dlsappeared. 
I asked who he was, but nobody knew. One old woman 
said — 

'' ' As I was coming along by the churchyard wall I 
saw him cross the steps, and after that he walked by 
my side. Twice he held out his hand to me to help 
me over the puddles. I think he wore the tonsure, for 
his head looked white under the rain/ 

"She said no more, but every one was convînccd 
that the strange beggar was no other than Yves Hélouiy, 
the old master of this place. You can think what you 
please about it, but I tell you again that that is what I 
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^\ and many others are still living who can bear 
^ess to ît" 

Yaouank*coz knocked his pipe on the nail of his 

^umb to sbake out the ashes, and seemed absorbed in 

anémones of the past. Baptiste snored on the table. 

The pendulum of the xlock came and went with great 

lieavy strokes, cleaving time somewhat as the butcher 

<]oes his block. By listening to this persistent, regular 

noise I ended by falling asleep, with my neck resting 

against the bed of Saint Yves, my brain haunted by 

strange confused dreams of poor people fastened to 

chorch spires, eating soup out of golden spoons. 

It is Sunday. The bells of Minihy give out their 
dear sweet sounds. The pale smile of dawn silvers the 
sky. Grouped in the courtyard, around the well, beggars 
are taking their moming wash. On the roof of the 
dovecote pigeons are preening their wings. A farm 
boy, with bare legs, leads his horses to the trough. The 
air is fresh and fight, fuU of a turquoise haze that idéalises 
everything. Nothing has changed in this scène since 
the days when Saint Yves lived hère. The river lies 
below at high water, like a fair, glittering sheet bordered 
by dwarf alders, whose foliage dips in the flood. The 
hills succeed each other, undulating like an océan swell, 
ciadling in their depths villages, parks, orchards, meadow* 
lands that fade away and away into infinity. In the grey 
%ht of the distance the silhouette of Goëlo stands out 
delicately, bristling with slender pines, whose fringed 
plumes stir like smoke with every breath that passes. 
At church they hâve just celebrated low Mass, and the 
air is fuii of the smell of bumt wax. Tiny ships with 
complicated riggîng hang from the beams ; women pray, 
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thcir faces baried in their hands ; many are dressed as 
widowSy in black, glistening staff falling in softfolds; 
some of the ragged pilgrims roam along the wall, per- 
petually prostrating themselves and making the sign of 
the cross. On one of the side-walls one can read the 
will of Yves of Kervarzin, where the parish of Minihy 
and the poor of ail Brittany figure as the principal 
legatees. It was put up there, they say» by a pious 
young lady, who had to expiate a great sin, committed 
in her youth ; for, under the Reign of Terror she had 
represented the Goddess of Reason in a state procession 
at Tréguier. In the churchyard close by the porch is a 
sculptured tomb of modest aspect and withont inscription. 
An opening in the fonn of an arch gœs through it from 
one side to the other. The pilgrims pass through on 
their hands and knees, and kiss with their lips ihe 
stone below. As they rise, their faces are soiled 
with mud, but radiant. They hâve derived a sacred 
strength from the rude contact, and the life-giving 
virtue of Yves Héloury has passed into their soûls. 
For it is hère that he rests, never doubt it ; hère it is 
that the friend of the poor, who wished to be buried 
poorly, really reposes ; hère only one can breathe the 
perfumeof hissweetsoul, in themidst of this atmosphère 
scented by the breath of the country and the sait of 
thesea. 

The people of Tréguier hâve raised a magnificent 
tomb to him in Iheir cathedraL There the rich go to 
pray to him, those who seek the luxurious, sensuous 
beauties of art in their worship. But the multitude of 
the humble will never désert the little pilgrim paths to 
Minihy. They will always be found winding in long, 
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pious^ murmuring procession towards that sun-crowned 
hfll whose feet are bathed by tfae Jaudy. For there the 
blessed, gracious favour of Saint Yves has remained shin- 
ing in the peaceful smile of the countiy that he loved 
best when on earth. 
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CHAPTER I 

No sooner had King Gralon, at Gwennolé's command, 
cast bis daughter into the sea thaa the waves 
that had just drowned Ker-Is paused, suddenly calmedi 
and the old king found himself alone with the monli; 
safe on dry land, just where to-day the church of 
Pouldahut * stands. 

His horse, old like himself, was trembling through 
every limb, panting, with drooped head, and nostrils 
dilated with fright. Softly Gralon caressed the poor 
beast's neck, and stroked his foam-flecked mane, still 
tangled with the seaweed. Of ail whom he had loved, 
this was the only créature remaining to him, and as he 
thought of it, life seemed very barren and empty, so 
that he almost regretted that he had not perished with 
the others. Above ail, that last terrible cry of his 
daughter haunted him; he could not forget the re- 
proachful look she had cast upon him, as he pushed her 
back into the swirling waters. Could it possibly be 

* Pottldavid, near DouameDcz. 



THE PROCESSION OF OUR LADY OF RUMENCOl. 



TH E K r .^v 



PUBLIC Li3a A :Cv 



A À' Y 






THE PARDON OF THE SINGEBS 59 

tnie that he had done this horrible thing? WhatI 
wHh his own hand had he drowned his child I He had 
had no pity on her weeping, or her terror ! And she 
had clung so confidingly to hinii imploring him in her 
own sweet voîce — 

" Save me» father I Save me I Oh, save me I " 

But instead, he had listened to the monk, to this ill- 
omened man. As Gwennolé watched the face of the 
king, he marked the stormy movement of his thoughts, 
and, after a pause, said stemly — 

" Gndon, give thanks to God, who by my means has 
lengthened your old âge, so that you may hâve a chance 
of working out your etemal salvation.*' 

Cowed by the imperious tone of the monk, the 
Chief of Comouailles raised his aged face, ail bathed in 
tears, toward heaven, and prayed. The gentle evening 
breeze played with his white beard, but his heart was 
fiUed with infinité sorrow, so that the words as they rose 
to his lips were broken by sobs. And away in the cold, 
grey distance of the sea the day lay dying. 

** Corne," cried Gwennolé ; and together they directed 
dieir horses* steps toward the north. They climbed 
steep^ biliowy, brushwood slopes, plunged into the 
depths of dark ravines, peopled by monstrous boulders 
that in the half light resembled troops of petrified wild 



They soon lost sight of the sea, but for a long, long 
while his terrible song pursued them, sounding through 
the gieat mists that foUowed in their wake. Sometimes 
in the midst of the savage noise a strident call would 
arise from the shore, and Gwennolé said, ** It is the gulls 
retuming to their nests ! *' but Gralon thought, " It was 
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even thus she screamed, as I tore her arms from around 
my neck,'' and under his breath he murmured/'Ahèst 
alasy my Ahès ! '' At last they had travelled so far 
that even the moaning of the waters was left behind ; 
but still the sait breath of the océan wrapped them 
round, mingling with the perfume of strange flowers, 
such as the old king fancied he had noticed in tbe 
golden hair of his daughter only the night before. He 
thought of her fair brow, smooth as young ivory, on which 
each moming he had been wont to set a kiss ; and he 
remembered how she used to smile up at him, how 
caressing she was, what light bumed in the depths of 
her wonderful eyes. 

Then again it was deep night, and the horses' hoofs 
sank in the soft moss of a fores^ where high, black 
branches spread motionless, as though still shelteriog 
the ancient Druid mysteries that so long held sway in 
thèse régions. 

Suddenly, upon the edge of a clearing, they saw a 
bright light gleaming from the window of a hut ; for 
Primel the anchorite dwelt there— Primel, who was 
reported by some to hâve lived in the days of the 
Christ Himself I 

*' Let us rest till moming,'' said Gwennolé ; * we shall 
be safe under the protection of this holy man ; and I 
hâve a hope, oh king, that healing and peace may 
corne to you from his présence." 

He was seated at the end of the cabin^^his Primel 
of whom the monk spoke. At the approach of the two 
travellers, he moved no more than if he had been a tree. 
His heavy cloth robe seemed to hâve become one with 
his flesh, so entirely did the wrinkled folds of the stuff 
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aod the green mould with which in places it was 
stai&ed resemble ancient bark growing upon the 
modcmless» gnarled body of the hennit 

His head looked as though sculptured by the axe of 
some unskilled workman, some maker of barbarous 
idols. But ah I what fairy fingers had curled and wound 
his hair, so fine that the spiders mistook it for their 
webs? 

From his shoulders spread two great branches 
that were his arms. Outward they stretched» as in 
bénédiction, and upon them the whole house rested. 
And the soles of his naked feet were flattened into the 
soi], while his nails had grown enormous, twisted, like 
roots many centuries old. 

It was said of him that he lived after the manner of 
trees, on the juîces of earth and the air of heaven ; it 
«as tfaus that people accounted for his great âge. 
Never had he been seen to take any food, so the 
peasants had given up bringing him offerings of milk 
and quarters of lamb, for he lelt the birds to drink the 
milk and the wolves to devour the lamb. He loved 
ail création with an immense, pervading love, men 
as well as Imites, never distinguishing the evil from 
the good. To him every living thing represented some 
dément of order and beauty in the perfect universe of 
God. 

Old as he was, his soûl had remained crystal pure, 
no evO expériences had embittered him, and he still 
looked at the world with the wondering gaze of a little 
diild. The extrême hopefiilness of his race shone in 
bis clear eyes, set in round orbits like the holes that 
woodpeckers bore in oak trees. 
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Upon entering, Gwennolé prostrated himself befona 
the hercnit, but Gralon sank down on a heap of deaa 
leaves, blown into a corner of the but, by the first wind^ 
of autumn. Scarcely had he dropped there when a 
strange drowsiness began to creep through his veins; 
Never had he feit such delicious repose, not eveo 
when, after some great battle charge, he had stretched 
himself luxuriously under the curtains of his bed at 
Ker-Is and drawn the soft skins of wild beasts around 
him. 

The sad voice of his daughter, which had kept 
moaning in his ears, sank little by little into a vague 
minor chant, a slow, melancholy cradle*song that 
lapped his soûl tenderly. 

For a long, long time he seemed to see his body 
sleeping there, while he listened to the two saints 
murmuring the altemating verses of a prayer, that 
sounded as the noise of running waters answered by 
rowers' songs. And the hprses were browsing under 
the stars without ; through the franie of the door he 
could see their vast shadows moving over the frosty 
grass. So the night passed away, and the grey dawn 
came. 

Then Primel blessed his guests, and turning to 
Gralon, saîd — 

" My son, when your heart is full of sorrow, take 
refuge in solitude. Forests above ail are comforting to 
men who suffer. God made them to be a holy refuge, 
where peace can always be found. It is in the wood- 
land that the harmony of the world can be most dearly 
realized." 

By evening that day the travellers alighted before 
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fhe Abbey of Landévennec, built on a leafy shore, just 
where the Aulne empties itself into the rade of Brest 
It was hère fhat Gwennolé had settled his monks» 
fioding the place propitious for prayer and méditation. 
The small community formed a kind of village or 
colony, half monastic, half agricultural» each monk 
having his separate celli with a garden full of flowers, 
and a hive or two of bées. 

Behind the little settlement rose the fair hills, kissed 
by the earliest beams of the moming sun, lighted by 
his latest glow. Flocks and herds were feeding on 
the slopes^ tended by novices who» as they watched, 
stadied parchment scrolls written in rude Gothic 
characters. 

An arm of the sea encircled the abbey lands, and, 
after bathing the foot of the hill, tumed abruptly 
to the east and thrust itself into the rocky depths 
of the Montagne Noire, its glittering curve recall- 
ing the fiaming» twisted blade of the great arch- 
angeL 

Towards the west the blue waters, broken hère and 
there into tiny wavelets of shlmmering gold, lay peaceful 
as an inland lake. But what gave the greatest charm 
of ail to this oasis of verdure and still water was a 
certain formai row of vines, that shut ofT the view to the 
Qorth. One pictured beyond some barren, wind-swept 
coontiy, for ever beaten by the savage océan, with a 
long Une of granité coast, standing like a rampart 
^inst the tempestuous rage of the flood. Vainly 
^ht the wfld Atlantic storms fling themselves against 
ît as upon a giant wall, vainly might the huge, white* 
^^pped breakers rise above it, gleams of light sparkling 
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and dancing menacingly upon their snowy crests. Tbc 
fancy added zest to this quiet nook, peopled only by 
monks, living a life of dreams« Thèse calming influences 
were not long in working upon Gralon, whose old aoul 
was soft as wax. Already past events weie b^nning 
to slip from his memory, when one winter night, as he 
was watching in his chamber, he heard a sweet voke 
singing. It could not possibly corne from any of tfae 
monks* cells, for they had long since been closed for 
the nighty and their inmates were asleep. Morcover, 
no monk, not even one of the young novices» could hâve 
sung with such féminine delicaçy and grâce. Se 
bewitching was the strain that, like a subtle due, it 
found its way into the innermost recesses of tfae old 
king's heart; so that pushing open the wooden shuttera^ 
he leaned out of the window, and tumed his eyes 
seawards. 

The water lay glistening in the rnoonshine» bright 
as silver, and from the pale sparkle of the waves rose 
the head and shoulders of a young girL Among the 
long tresses of her floating hair predous stones were 
sparklingy unless indeed they were but the reflection of 
the stars. Her face lighted from above shone strangdy, 
with a soft, ghostly splendour, in which her buming eyes 
glittered like two emeralds; and her lips as the petals 
of a mystic rose in tfae garden of tfae sea. Then 
Gralon, when he saw faer, stretched out fais arm, cryiag 
into space, ''Ahèsl . . • Ahèsl • • /' for fae faad re- 
cognized his daughter; and still he called after her, even 
when, with tfae ease of a fish, she faad swum away ioto 
the darkness. Tfae two last Unes of faer soi^ hnng 
quivering in tfae air» and tfae moon bore diem oawaid 
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m biat, slow vibrations, lilce the luminous notes of some 
great lyre — 

''Allés, brSmaii Mary Moti^an, 
E skeud an oabr, d'an noz, a gân.** * 
• • • • • 

It is a Celtic belief that a faiiy lives in the sea, a 
fairy beautiful as an angel, but cruel as death itself. 
They say that she bas the form and bosom of a maiden, 
bat for the rest is a monster, covered with scales and 
ending in a fish's taiL Her beautiful form is seen rising 
above the water, on those still evenings that often pré- 
cède great stonns. Her loose hair floats over the waves y 
and from her lips rises a sweet, sad song, so fuU of 
passionate love that the very boats pause to listen. As 
for the sailors theniselves, bewildered, fascinated, they 
cannot tum away their eyes from the enchantress, whose 
white arms beckon them. Then a madness seizes them, 
aod, flinging oflf their clothes, ail naked they plunge 
beadlong in the waves to go to hen Meanwhile she 
vatches them with her shining eyes, in which green 
fiâmes are burning, and, as they reach her, strains them 
to her heart one by one, with the wild strength of an 
clemental force. Then the sky darkens, the clouds 
gather into the long, black folds of a funeral pall, the 
océan swell hoUows a bed in its yielding depths, and the 
great orchestra of the tempest sounds forth in ail its 
lionor. 

The fairy loves thèse terrible surroundings to her 
vild love-making. Her kisses breathe so fierce a 
passion that her lovers die at once, as tiiough poisoned. 

• ** Mary Morgan sings at mîdnîght, 
Sings within the silver moonlight." 
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Tbe mouth upon which hers has fastened suddenly 
détaches itself, withered, gsipingi silent for ever. Along 
ail the Breton coast there is not a family but has some 
murder with which to reproach her, and they call her 
Mary Morgan, Bom of the Sea. She is one, yet many. 
Numberless hâve been her incarnations, 3ret the same 
sinfui soûl always reappears. 

^ Ahès, brèman Mary Morgan 






And it w^ to this awful life of séduction and murder 
that Gralon had given his daughter for ail eteraity. 

Throughout the night the mournful refrain kept 
sounding in his ears, awakening bitter memories, and 
to his other sorrows adding this new shame. His Ahès 
become an object of hâte and loathing I Ahès, who for 
so long had been the joy of his eyes, who might hâve 
been the very flower of his race I 

The following evening he saw the same apparition, 
heard the same song ; and for many nights afterwards 
it continued, so that the poor old man no longer dared 
to stretch himself upon his couch. Broken at last by 
weariness and agony of mind — ^for the haunting image 
gave him not a moment's respite — ^he sank upon his 
knees beside the open casement, and in his tara 
implored mercy of his daughter. 

** Hâve pity ! ** he murmured ; '\my last hour draws 
very nearl Let me forgeti Ahl suffer me to die in 
peace." 

But just as he had shown no pity to Ahès, so ixm 
the fairy of the waters had none for him. Then, at last, 
to escape from the horror, he resolved to fly so far 
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ioland that ihe very breath of the dreadful sea could 
not reach him. 

He took one of the sacks in which the peasants of 
that coontiyside used to bring oiTerings, and, having 
dothed himself with it, set forth at break of day, when 
ail the monks of Landévennec were at Matins. FoUqw- 
ing the course of the river Aulne, he came at last to 
ihe ferry of Térénès, over which he was taken by the 
Uttle daughter of the ferryman. When she landed him 
upon the farther bank, he blessed her, and intoned a 
prayer for her in his sorrowful voice. She took him 
for some beggar going his rounds, the great chief of 
Cornouailles, this man who had built Ker-Is, uniting on 
his brow ail the crowns of Armorica I After climbing 
the hill of Roznôen, he went into a cottage that stood 
by the roadside. Said the woman to him : ** We give 
alms only on a Saturday, my good man, because then 
it is the eve of the blessed Sabbath. Still, hère is a 
crêpe for you, and some bacon, for you seem very 
weary." 

So, thanking her, he took the food, and as his old 
legs were sinking beneath him, asked permission to rest 
00 the doorstep for a Uttle while. • . • 

Abottt dusk he passed through the town of Faou. 
His cousin, aDd lieutenant, had a castle there, and was 
givmg a great entertainment Ali the Windows were 
blazing with light, and sounds of merriment could be 
heard within« Gralon seated himself upon a stone, near 
the door by which the guests passed in and out, but 
servants came and drove him away, and he never told 
tfaem who he was, but submitted meekly to the insuit. 
Was it not ail a change, something that took his 
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thoughts away from that one fixed, torturing remem- 
brance ? 

Now, on the right, a valley opened, and the king; 
turningf passed into it The path wound upwards^ 
shaded by slender branches between which the moon 
shone, embroidering the ground wîth dear, délicate 
tracery. Then came lofty forests, slender, mossy pillais 
supporting great, shadowy dômes, ail the myattry of an 
empty church. Night I Every sound had died away 
into the distance, even the persistent murmur of the sea, 

Gralon thought of the words of Primel the anchorite : 
*' The forests are comforting to men who suffer ; God 
made them to be a holy refuge." His tronbled brow 
cleared, his heart was fuU of peace, as though an io- 
surmountable barrier shut him off from the rest of the 
world. And still he kept advancing, longing to bathe^ 
nay even to lose himself in this quiet place, to feel more 
and more at each step the protection of ail the forest 
things that were thickening around him. The aventie 
down which he was walking was wide as the nave of a 
great church, and as he noted the springing arches of 
the boughs» he thought within himself: ^ If it is God's 
wish that I should live for a few years longer, I will 
take this forest as my model, and hère on this spot will 
I raise a cathedral, with as many stone columns as now 
I see tree trunks. Not one poor soûl in ail Brittaoy 

but shall hère, like mysel( find healing and consolation.'' 

• • • « • 

Meanwhile, Gwennolé, greatly disturbed by the dis- 
appearance of the king, set forth in quest of him. After 
a long, long search he found him in the retreat he had 
chosen for himself, at the entrance to the forest of 
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Kranoii. There he lay; stretched on a bed of moss, 
over which fallen leaves lay like golden tears. Near 
ium aooiething hnman was crouchingy something that 
had scarcely the appearance of being alive. 

Seeing the monk approach, his white cloth gown 
cootxasting sharply with the sombre shadows of the 
vood, Gralon raised himself with an effort 

** You corne just in time to receive my last breath/' 
lie said. " Be not harsh with the old man yonder. He 
has lived for three âges, and has known ail the depths 
of suffering. The ills that I hâve endured are as 
Dothing to the agonies through which he has passed. 
I bave had to mourn for my ruined city, for the awful 
bte of my only child ; but he — ah, he has lost his gods ! 
What sorrow can compare with this sorrow ? Once he 
was a Druid ; now he moums a dead religion. Be 
gentie with him, oh, Gwennolé. He will tell you of my 
last wish, my great vow, and how dear this place has 
grown to me — ^this place, where I hâve had a foretaste 
of the joy of being no more. To your hands I com* 
mend my soûl, purified at last from the memories that 
8o long hâve troubled it."' • . . 

Then his head fell back motionless on the grass, and 
Sie King of Comouailles was dead. 

Gwennolé began raurmuring Latin psalms, and the 
Druid, in a quavering voice, intoned a dirge in some 
barbarous tongue, while Gralon, great Chief of the Sea, 
lay in the glade till moming, watched over by the priest 
of the Christ . and the last worshipper of Teutatès. 
Stiange thoaghts must hâve haunted the soûls of thèse 
two men. Perchance the présence of that silent form 
soflBced to bridge over the gulf that lay between them, 
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so that above the king's body, in the deep melancholy 
of that night of death, thèse ancient cuits took one 
another by the hand, and held communion with the 
dead under the majestic roof of the forest 

At daybreak a troop of monks appearedi whom 
Gwennolé had commanded to foUow him. They washed 
the remains of the chief in the neighbouring fountatn, 
wound him in a pièce of linen perfumed with vervain, 
and took him upon their shoulders, to bear him to 
LandévenneCy where in a ruined crypt his sepulchre 
may still be seen. 

When they had disappeared, the Druid spoke — 

''Brother (for are we not sprung from common 
ancestors ?), he whom we hâve just led to the threshold 
of the other world asked me to make known to you his 
last wishes. I promised him to go, if necessary, even 
to your house» though I am forbidden by the rules of 
my religion to cross the enchanted boundary of the 
forest This is what he wished you to do : he desired 
that under your direction a church should be raised on 
this spot to the Sorrowful Mother of your God, so that 
sick persons should there find health, and the heavy- 
laden, peace. 

** There was once a time — I was young then — ^whett 
a block of red granité stood hère. Its touch gave sight 
to the blind, hearing to the deaf, hope to hearts in dis- 
tress. May the sanctuary that you raise inherit the 
same virtues ; it is my wish — the wish of one conquered, 
but resigned to the changing order of the times, one 
who feels neither bitterness nor hatred. I hâve spoken." 

For a moment or two Gwennolé remained thinking, 
his eyes iixed on the ground. 
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" But if we do this thing/' he cried at last, moved 
in spite of himself by the perfect serenity of the Druidi 
" we shall disturb you — ^you, whose last refuge we shall 
be invading ! '* 

''Oh» met** . . . answered the old man ; and after a 
pause, he added, with a gesture of weariness and dis- 
couragement, " After ail, it is the duty of my gods to 
protect me, if they really exist, and are able to do 
anything for me." Then, pointing up to the blue sky, 
fresh with the clear pale light of an October moming, 
he saidy ''In the furthest depths of that majesty we 
find on high, perchance there is nothing but a great 
mistake.'^ 

Thoroughly scandalizedi Gwennolé replied stemly, 
" To believe is to know." 

But he softened again immediately, fuU of corn* 
passion for this ancient man, last remuant of a mighty, 
sombre creed. 

" Why will you not corne with me to my abbey ? ** 
he asked ; " we hâve a pleasant cell for guestSi and we 
would teach you the Word of Life/' 

"Ah, but I love my woodland paths betterl" 
answered ihe Druid ; " they are familiar to ûie. More- 
over, do not ail Tracks lead to the same Great Centre ? 
One thing only I ask of you. When your workmen 
corne to build the church, if they find my body rotting 
on the ground, tell them to bury it Farewell 1 " 

He tumed his back, and, leaning on his knotted 
stafiÇ passed feebly away down the long avenue, while 
Gwennolé, his heart sad and softened, he knew not why, 
went slowly off towards the sea. 
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CHAPTBB II 

IHAVE ventured to give the l^end at some length* 
Gralon*s vow was accomplished, and a church was 
raised on the site he had chosen. Three valises full of 
gold, saved from the wreck of Ker-Is» scarcely sufficed 
to cover the cost of the building, which contained, so 
says tradition, as many stone columns as the countty of 
Rumengol had trees. The présent church is but a poor 
imitation of it ; but as the proverb says, " It will not do 
to judge of the miracles by the size of the church." 
The humble chapel of to-day has the same réputation 
among Bretons as had the ms^nificent érection of the 
past. Feople âock to it the whole year round» coming 
from ail sides, from the interior of the country, and 
from the coast 

One August evening I found myself landed at 
Clottre-Plourin, a little wayside station on the Une to 
Carhaix. It lies lost in the midst of a marshy plateau, 
a région of empty peat-holes, broken hère and there by 
black, leprous patches and unwholesome mirrors of stag- 
nant water. Not a house to be seen save the station I I 
was on my way to visit ** Les Kragou/' a line of stone 
breakers whose strange crests bristle along the west of 
the Mountains of Are. 

I took the only road I could find, a primitive route 
enough, just a couple of deep ruts enclosing a grassy 
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path, the Idnd of track down which, according to Breton 
bdie( the Cart of Death is accustomed to make its 
way. 

A little before me walked an old woman, a poor 
créature with a halting gait Her feet were shod with 
fflen's heavy shoes, and her form was so bent that her 
long arms seemed to grow out of her waist. 

As I overtook her, I gave her a Breton ** Good day/' 
to which she responded with a voice that had a youth- 
fol, silvery ring in it I hâve often noticed that our 
Breton peasant women retain a certain childish charm 
to extrême old âge. 

It was quite évident that she was pleased to meet 
some human being in that vast solitude. The sombre* 
ness of her surroundings had begun to affect her, and 
the painful impression was increased by the melancholy 
twfligh^ so that no doubt she was feeling that vague 
terror which in our western districts always cornes with 
evening. She began to talk at once, expressing the 
hope that we should go a long way together. 

* I am very anxious/' said she, ** to reach the town 
of Berrien before the lights are put out Unfortunately, 
I am no longer so active as I used to be ; in fact, I 
move like a log/' 

I noticed the neck of a bottle peeping out of an 
apron pocket 

* No doubt you are a pilgrim ? " said I. 

" Yes/' said she ; ** I am. Years ago, when I was 
stxonger, I was constantly to be seen travelling about 
the loads. But I am getting very feeble ; I am nearly 
e^hty years old, and in truth I ought to be at rest in 
my house in the churchyard. But I still hâve to work, 
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you see, for one must earn one's living even to the 
end." 

And then she told me that she was going to 
Rumengol» hy way of Berrien and Commana, right 
across that mountainous country. Already she had 
been travelling for two dsiys, having corne ail the way 
from Plounévez-Moédec, in Côtes-du-Nord, near by the 
forest of Coat-an-Noz. She was on her way to pray to 
the Virgin of " Tout-Remède (as they call our Lady 
of Rumengol) for the speedy release of a dying neigh- 
bour, who was suffering great agony without being 
able to expire. 

With the intention of keeping me as long as 
possible by her side, she began telling me of the 
solemn rites she had to perform when once she reached 
the end of her pilgrimage. 

Firsty she would kneel before the porch, above which 
(as she informed me) Gralon is represented, imploring 
the spécial tenderness of the Mother of ail Christendom 
on behalf of the Breton people. Then» three dmes, 
barefoot, her shoes in her hand, she would make the 
tour of the chapel, walking face to the sun, and reciting 
in Breton a very ancient ballad, known under the name 
of " The Dream of the Virgin " :— 

'' Lady Mary the fair in her bed lay sleeping 
When a dream to her came ; 
Her Son was passing and passing before her. 
And gazed stralght in her face." 

She repeated the whole prayer to me, an exquiate 
thing, fiUed with almost Galilean simplicity. 

Then would come the prayers in the church. The 
good old soûl would light a candie in front of the sacred 
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image, let it bum for a moment, then suddenly ex* 
lioguish it, in order to let the Glorious Mary know 
wfaat particular kind of service was required of her, and 
it was to be hoped that far off in Plounévez-Moédec the 
idying firiend would breathe her last at that particular 
moment. If not, there was still a resource. My old 
fnend would go to the holy fountain, fiU her bottle, 
and on her return scatter a few drops of the water upon 
the eyelids of the sufierer. Immediately her eyeballs 
would tum in their sockets, and pain cease with life. 

"It is the fifty-sixth time that I hâve made this 
pîlgrimage/* she continued, ** and for fifty-six différent 
cases. There is no favour that Rumengol does not 
graot ; it cures ills of the soûl as well as those of the 
body. Gralon's was the first miracle. He was haunted 
bjr the démon of his daughter Ahè, and could not sleep. 
Our Lady set him free." . . • 

Once started on her favourite thème, the old woman 
was going straight on, but we had reached the slope of 
•LesKragou." 

" Ah, you are going to the rocks ! " she exclaimed, 
with a slight shudder. " Well, may God protect you I 
My way is down thîs road." 

And she disappeared gradually into a fold of the 
mountain. Upon reaching the summit, I scrambled on 
to one of the great stones, from whence I could see the 
poor old créature, hastening along with her hobbling 
gait, through the grey fall of dusk. Two leagues 
away to the soutb, over a désert of peat-bog, a spire 
p<»nting npwards from a grove of trees scattered 
a melancholy tinkling through the quiet air. The 
Angélus was sounding at Berrien. 
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OHAPTBR III 

IT was the first week of June, ihe sweet hay-making 
tnonth. The six-o'clock train, crowded with passen- 
gers, had just entered Qoîmper station. Ail along the 
route from Lorient it had been coUecting pilgrims. 
Through doors and Windows they could be seen, 
quietly seated, with serious, méditative faces. There 
were people from Vannes, Gwénédoursi with straight, 
smooth hair, and strong, roughly sculptured features; 
men of Scaër, with fine, broad shoulders, thdr black 
waistcoats braided with velvet ; youths from Elliant; 
fixed in their stifT coUars, and représentations of the 
Holy Sacrament embroidered on their backs. Many 
women there were ; some withered with age^ cadaverous 
of hue, their figures broadened by hard work in the 
fields and constant matemity ; som^ exqnisitely fresh, 
pure flowers of love, the wings of their coifs floating out 
like white petals. 

In the waiting-room, groups were stationed before 
the gâtes — peasants from the ontskirts of Quimper, 
people from Kerfeunteun and Eigué, from Plomelin, 
and from Fouesnant Supplementary carnages were 
added, and immediately taken by assault Then the 
train moved on again, a caravan of the faithful* growins 
with each station at which it stopped. 

With great difiiculty I had squeezed mysdi into a 
compartment occupied chiefly by soldiers, young Breton 
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conscripts, shaved for the first time, their hands still 
rough from the plough, rustic even in their uniform. 

They had had the good fortune not to be sent out of 
the country, and had found their garrison close to their 
homes. So they were making use of a twenty-four 
hours' leave to go to Rumengol, led no doubt by a 
feeling of dévotion, but also because they knew that 
there they would meet their relations, their friends, and 
very likely their sweethearts. This prospect, added to 
the sensation that they had regained their liberty for a 
short time, had overexcited some of them. But it was 
a passing intoxication that soon evaporated. With the 
Breton, menriment has but a short life, and dies away 
almost as soon as it is bora The young men chatted 
among themselves, making little arrangements under 
iheir breath, till at last, invited by the others, one of 
them rose — a youth, almost a boy. From the délicate 
Unes of his face, from his fine eyes, the colour of scorched 
grass, I guessed him to be some mountain shepherd. 

After having reflected for a moment, he broke forth 
with a clear voice, tuned to resound through wide spaces, 
not into a mess-room ballad, as one might hâve expected, 
but into a strange, mystical song with a drooping rhyme, 
the well-known canticle of ** Our Lady of Rumengol *' — 

*^ Lilî, ardiantet ho delliott, 
War vord an dour'zo er prajou ; 

Doué d'ezho roas dillad 

A skuill er meziou peb dhouhz vad. ..." * 

*■ " The lîlies with their «ilver leaves 

Border the streamlets in the meadows ; 

God gave them their fair dothing, 

Their sweet scent that is wafted ùlt over the land. . .' ." 
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The soldiers repeated each verse; giviog it a migfaty 
volume of sound, and the song flew away bèhind us^ 
carried on a current of speed» along with the great white 
clouds of steam that lay on either side of the train. 

It was a religions eclc^^e, softly flowering, full of tiie 
double perfume of nature and piety. There in the close 
atmosphère of the railway-carriage, where we sat packed 
together, without light or air, it called up visions of 
shining meadows, of wooded glades, of waters running 
in the depths of valle}rs, and of a church with a grey 
clock-tower, embroidered over with yellow lichens. 

Everything that we saw in the country throngh 
which we were passing added to this impression of 
rustic freshness — ^the green» undulating plsûn of Cor- 
nouailles, the rich splendour of its pasturage, the sparUe 
of its rivers, the blue rampart of its hills, through the 
mist of whose outlines a great shaft of gold fell fitHn 
the setting sun ; while over ail was the light clear sky, 
full of warm breezes and the quickening breath of 
the sea. 

We mount 1 we mount 1 

A Une of bare and rug^ed heights anses, crowned 
with pyramids of heaped-up stones, the caims of long- 
past âges. A sheet of water» a canal, reflects their huge 
profiles ; and on its shores white houses stand peace- 
fully, their fronts a little darkened by the reflection of 
the slate quarries that are everywhere. It is Châteaulin, 
a *' sous-préfecture '' of Arcadia. We cross the canal by 
a viaducti and for a moment the eye foUows the har- 
monious curves of the valley, down which the dull azuré 
scar unwinds itself towards the viigin solitudes^ where 
Laiîdévennec stands on its point of land. 
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Tbe Aulne once passed, we enter upon a new scène. 
No more those barren summits, no more the joyous, 
smiling aspect of southem Comouailles. It is a région 
of bare plateaux, thisi separated by deep ravines, as 
tfaat of Pont-ar-Veuzèn, or 4>y melancholy combes like 
Lopérec. The whole aspect of the country is indescrib- 
ably grave and solemn, suggestive already of Léon. 

At a small station in the midst of this bare country 
tfae train stops, and an officiai cries — 

** Quimerc'h t Passengers for Rumengol alight 
herer' 

Then the canines give forth a moving, silent, 
many-coloured multitude. It is nearly half-past eight ; 
the sky, milky white, is peopled by a procession of 
clouds, moving in our direction. The pilgrims scatter 
out along the steep road, bordered hère and there by 
ions. On a shelf stands the town of Quimerc'h, moved 
to this spot since the opening of the railway — a few 
misérable houses gathered around a new church. It 
seems out of place, this improvised village, standing on 
granité steps, built for ail etemity, in the midst of the 
great solemn landscape. 

Beyond the town the hill begins again, and the arms 
of a calvary stand out against the deep sky , still lighted 
by the sunset. From the foot of the cross may be seen 
one of the fairest views in ail Brittany. Below, lies a 
soft, seductive country, in whose depths a cluster of 
pointed roofs is nestling, a theatrical old town of the 
Middle Ages. 

To the left, grey fleeting glimpses of distant hills, 
scarcely more than stationary clouds, which yet are the 
crests of Menez Hom ; and still further, the trident, 
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which the promontory of Crozon plants on the sea, tlie 
three-fingered hand with which it probes the depths of 
the Atlantic. 

To the right is the Rade, called by the Bretons 
'^The Endosed Sea,*' an océan arm reaching into a 
bosom of ploughed land and forests. Cold and dear it 
lies, a frozen gleam of sleeping water, still quivering a 
farewell to the vanished sun ; a place where winds come 
to die with a last faint shudder. 

Near at hand, a deep ravine, full of green shadow, 
and on the far side of it, the brown saddle of Hanvec 
land, bearing on its flank the little Breton Mecca, the 
holy oasis of Rumengol. 



THE PABDON OF THE SINGERS 81 



CHAPTER IV 

IWAS just about to take to fhe deep load that, cross* 
ing the valley, leads stndght to the sacred village, 
ivhen I met the conscript once more, the good*looking 
shepherd soldier. 

He was seated on the edge of the path, and had just 

taken off his shoes, tied them together by their laces, 

and tumed his red troosers up above his fine calves. 

We exchanged a look, a few words, and I complimented 

I bitn on his beautiful voioe. 

''Yes," said he, ''it is a lovely canticle. I leamed 
^ it mrhen I went to catechism. I like humming it when 
I am in barracks. There is never very much need to 
press me to sing it wherever I may be. People who 
Gome from our part to the Pardon of Rumengol, chant 
it ail along the load. ... I come from Saint Riwal, you 
knovr, in the Menez. It is a poor place ; too many 
stooes and furze bushes, very little rye and black corn. 
But there is never any land so dear to the heart, so 
sweet to the eyes, as that in which one is bom." 

His companions had stopped to drink at one of 
the inns, and while we were walking on together, he 
explained to me that he was the fifth child in his family, 
and told me about his father, his mother, and his sister, 
wbo was married to a peat-cutter of the Yeûn. He 
spoke of bis g^odmother, too, who was well off, and had 
promised, when he had finished his service, to make him 
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a présent of a pair of oxen, so as to set him up in 
housekeeping. For as soon as he was settled at home 
again, he meant to take a wife. He was in love with 
a girl of Braspartz, and though he had never said a 
Word to her on the matter, he had dreamed of no one 
else for the last three years. He had met her one day 
at a Pardon held at the ruined chapel of Saint Kaduaa 
It was just such an evening as this. He had gooe 
there to fill up the time, and also, of course, from a feel- 
ing of piety. Even when saints hâve lost their chapeb 
one ought to go to their //to / 

There were a good many young people gathered 
together on the green sward, but he saw only one, 
who smiled as she looked at him ; and in a moment 
his fate was sealed — ^he had, as he expressed it, 
'^found his star." Since then the girl had remained 
shining in the pure sky of his memory. It was the 
etemal poem of Breton love, sober and chaste as you 
find it in our songs, as still it flourishes in the heart 
of our race. Nothing is there of passion, nothing 
disquieting ; only a tendemess that leavens ail the soûl, 
mingled with some deeper émotion of which I cannot 

speak. They love as they pray, thèse Bretons 

thoughtfuUy, and in silence. 

The deep road through which we were walking sank 
between high, ruinons banks, and the branches joined 
overhead, forming a trellis-work. In the ditches, water- 
plants brushed against each other with a dear, whisper- 
ing Sound, the tiny, délicate song of invisible streamlets. 
There was not a breath of wind ; the very leaves slept 
or rather hung, with the expectant air that motionless 
things sometimes take upon them 
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A few cows were feeding by the roadside» and we 
met a cart or two crowded with peasants, who had 
aiready finished their dévotions, and were retuming 
homewards. ... A woman wearing the Pleyben cap, 
and ail uncovered at the neck, passed us, running, her 
feet bleeding, her breath failing her. 

''She must hâve made some very great vow," 
observed the conscrlpt. 

He had just eut himself a pilgrim-staff from a hazel 
tree, and was caref ully stripping off the bark with the 
point of his knife, so making a kind of thyrsus, garlanded 
with a thin green ribbon, where lltters interlaced. 

And now, ail at once, the prospect widens ; the hedges 
open out like the doors of a church, and we enter a 
footpath that runs between sweet-scented banks of 
golden genista. We hâve left the shadows of evening 
behind us, and a mysterious light, infinitely délicate in 
tone, remains in front, reflected from the distant mirror 
of the océan. In this supernatural radiance, Rumengol 
> stands forth with ail the clearness of an Eastern village, 
painted in impossible, fairy-like colours. The spire of 
the church shines bright rose, as though carved from 
the Red Stone of long ago, forming a centre round 
which ail the country lies prostrate in mute adoration. 
In truth, eveiything lies, or kneels, in an attitude of 
prayer, and from fields, moorland, meadows, a soft 
murmur anses, moving one's heart, like the subtle 
fragrance of old, forgotten prayers, so that I find myself 
humming, along with the conscript, those verses of the 
canticle : — 

" Lili, arc'hantet ho dêUiou. . . ." 

Just then, from a neigbbouring clearing, came another 
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refrain of quite a différent character, shouted by a oom- 
pany of dninken sailors — '* bluejackets " who had corne 
to the Pardon by boat» and were dancing a wild ronde 
arm-in*arm before a sailcloth drinking-booth — 

" Entre Brest et Lorient, 
Leste, leste. 
Entre Brest et Lorient, 
Lestement. 

• 

** Les gabiers de la misaine 
Sont des filles de quinze ans . . • 

Entre Brest et Lorient 
Leste, leste. . . .* 

Very " leste," in fact, was thîs jovial song, rather 
profane too, and very much ont of place in diis solemn 
country^ so suggestive of prayer and méditation. 

I said something of the kind to my companion, 
thinking that the rude sounds, which even to me seemed 
inopportune, must be still more painful to him, with his 
deep religions feelings. But he did not seem in the 
least shocked ; on the contrary, it was he, the believer, 
who gave me a lesson in tolérance. 

'' Oh, well/' said he, " they are singing as well as 
they can. What does it matter what they sing, if only 
they sing ? The Virgin of Rumengol is not so partîcular 
as ail that She hears the sound of their voices, and 
that is ail she wants. They hâve taken a great deal of 
trouble to please her ; for they hâve come ail the way 
from Landévennec or Recouvrance to pay her a visit 
on her own land, in her own church. She says to her- 
self, 'Hère they are again, thèse honest bo3rs of the 
navy,' and she is delighted to see them once more, as 
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véll and as good*tempered as ever. As for how they 
bebave, she cares nothing for that ; she is just a real 
mother, net a prude. You take a good look at her by* 
and-by, and notice how she seems to welcome you, as 
she stands there in her golden robe. She wants to 
comfort us, not to scold or be angry with us. She has 
a smile on her lips» and she wishes us ail to be merty in 
our hearts. Her best beloved are those who bring her 
some song or other, for she loves songs ; that is why her 
fiu is called the Pardon of the Singers ! '' 

And so, bold sailors, go on )rour way cheerfuUy, 
and may our Lady of Rumengol keep you happy I 

As we neared the booth the singers noticed us, and 
called out to the soldier — 

" Hello, Red Breeches ; corne and hâve a drink ! " 

A 3^ung girl in a velvet bodice was pouring dder 
out of a full jar, and '' Red Breeches " left me, to sit 
down under the night sky with that party of tipsy blue- 
jackets. As I went on down the path, the endless song, 
that had stopped for a moment, broke out once more 
knider than ever ; only now, among the drunken voices 
of the sailors, another sounded, rising high above them, 
a pure chorister^s voice, wonderfuUy true and sweet, 
wfajch at each répétition of the refrain soared aloft like 
a rocket^ scattering notes into spac^ clear as a lark's 

soiig: — 

'^ Entre Brest et Lorient, 
Leste, leste ; 
Entre Brest et Lorient, 
Lestement . • /' 

As the distance increased, I was no longer able to 
bear the words dbtinctly, which no doubt was the 
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reason that, as the song grew fainter and more faînt, 
found a certain charm about it that increased as I proj 
ceeded, transfiguring and idealizing it Now it rhymea 
my steps, rocked tny soûl, led me to holy dreams. Had 
it ceased altogether, the poetry of that sweet evening 
would not hâve seemed so perfect. 

The shelters of coarse sacking were growing morei 
and more numerous along the edge of the road, and in 
a few of them bumed little tallow candies set in glasses. 
On the other side of the river that wound along the 
bottom of the valley they formed quite a street, as they 
mounted the opposite slope. The meadow mists 
wrapped them round, rising into the air like a pro- 
cession of spirits, trailing long muslin robes behind 
them. Within, people were talking briskly, embradng 
each other across the tables, exchanging a thousand 
démonstrations of friendship. There were little groups, 
too, of men, stooping over fire-baskets to light their tiny 
pipes ; when a jet of flame shone on their faces, their 
freshly shaven chins, they broke together into a great 
laugh that made the echoes resound in the far-off depths 
of the night. On the footpath the crowd was already 
solid Hère and ihere a space was left in the moving 
throng, where some beggar, seated on the ground like a 
tailor or Buddha, bellowed his ^ complainte " as he ahook 
his amulets, a whole bunch of which hung from his 
neck. Every one moved aside for him with super- 
stitious révérence, throwing a pièce of money into his 
begging-bowL They say that the poor of Rumengol 
form quite a caste by themselves, a race endowed with 
most extraordinary powers. The spirit of the âges 
dwells in them ; they move freely about in the realms 
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)^ the past, and reach far forward ioto the mysteries of 
Use future* There are some among them wbo bave 
Bved through many incarnations, and whose memory 
kas grown to be a storehouse of the greatest secrets of 
}^ ancients. The vanished race of magicians and 
mchanters has bequeathed their position to them, along 
vith their arts and formais. They know how to cure 
■vith a word, to slay with a look ; no luck is there for 
Itim who fails to pay them the respect which is their due. 

People will tell you the story of a peasant of Laz, 
wbo, having hit one of thèse b^gars, was seven years 
before he coold return to his cottage in the mountains. 
Whichever path he took always led him back to 
Itamengol, and he walked so far that at last he had 
90 flesh on the soles of his feet When at length, the 
«3iarm having corne to an end, he found himself before 
liis ovm door, his wife was just abôut to hâve a baby by 
a second husband 

And they will tell you the foUowing story, which is 
no less curious : — 

One evening, not very long ago, a young girl was 
letuming to Logonna, from the Pardon. For a wonder 
it began to rain,* so she opened her umbrella. Suddenly, 
a man rose up from the ditch,^a very old man, whose 
back was bent beneath a great harvest of years. He 
was dressed in sordid rags, yet on one of the fingers 
of his left faand shone an emerald. 

'• Young lady/' said he, addressing the gîrl, " if you 
^ni kindly allow me to walk under your umbrella, I 
flhall reach my home without being soaked to the skin. 

* I was told that ^It is always fine for the Pardon of 
^mengoi." — (F.M.G.) 
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I live only a pipe's distance from hère/ you will not 
hâve to put up with me for long." 

He spoke so humbly that the young girl was touched. 

" Corne, and welcome I '' said she. 

So they went along side by side, under the shower 
that now fell with double violence, the girl sheltering 
the old man as well as she could. In spite of his great 
âge he walked at a good pace, easily and lightly, as 
though the wind-beaten lappets of his vest served him 
in place of wings. 

** You are a pretty child/' said he, ^ and wbat îs of 
more conséquence, you seem to be a good child. I had 
a daughter once who was very much like you, aboat your 
âge and height, and like you also she had fair hair, the 
colour of ripe corn. I loved her with ail my souL Bat 
she was not good as you are, the thirst for forbidden 
things inflamed her heart, her eyes, her lips. She was 
the sorrow of my life; she is my shame through ail 
etemîty." 

He was silent, and down his sad face the tears went 
coursing. Then fear took hold on the girl, as thongfa 
she were in the présence of some supematural being. 
After a moment he spoke again. 

'' I should like to give you this emerald by way of 
thanks ; but it was once hers, and would only bring 
you bad luck. Moreover, the blessing of our Lady of 
Rumengol is upon you ; that is worth more than ail the 
gems in the world." Then, pausing near an openîng in 
the hedge, he added, " My way lies hère ; may the 
Angel of Safe Joumeys go with you 1 " 

She saw him disappear into the shadows, and heard 

* The time it takes to smoke a pipe. 
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bis heavy sobs. Almost at the same momenti beycHid 
tfae misty coast-Iine, a great white fonn arose in the 
tSrection of the sea« Quickly the girl closed her eyelids, 
and crossed herself three times, to drive the evil in- 
fluence of Mary Morgan away from her and hers. 

On reaching home, she told her friends of this 
strange incident of her pilgrimage, and after the elders 
had kept a constrained silence for some time» one of 
Aem murmnred — 

'^Before beginning the evening prayer, let us say 
a De Profundis for the repose of the soûl of King 
Gralon." 

One can easily understand that l^ends such as 
lliese— and there is a whole cycle of them — add not 
a little to the notion that the beggars of Rumengol are 
sacred, mystical beings. And then, too, thèse '* seekers 
of alms " are seen in that particular place only once a 
year ; they corne from Heaven knows where, from ail 
Idads of districts, lying at great distances apart, and 
consequently a mystery encompasses them, leaving 
plenty of scope for fancies of every description. I 
bave met women of Tr^or, at Pardons, thirty, even 
forty leagues from home — ^women whose faces I hâve 
kiiown from childhood. After the lapse of many years 
I hâve found them again, just such as I remembered 
them, without one extra wrinkle, their skin blackened 
and smoke-dried as the skin of a mummy, their thin, 
pardon-going legs still quick and active, their bloodshot 
eyes shining with the same obstinate, silent fanaticism. 

Finally, there is not one of thèse Rumengol beggars 
who has not his own particular style of beauty. Look- 
kg at them, one is almost forced to believe that the 
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brotherhood of rogues and vagabonds only send their 
most remarkable and striking spécimens, their most 
interesting, perfect types, to this Pardon. I hâve seen 
some, wrapping themselves in their tatters with tbe 
unconscious majesty of barbarie chieftains. 

I remember to hâve stood before one, lost in admira- 
tion. He looked a shepherd of men. He was sitting 
on the edge of the fountain at the entrance to the 
village. His l^s were crossed, his body bent forward, 
and his hands rested on a chestnut stafT thick as the 
trunk of a young tree. The bare crown of his head 
shone like a brazen mirror in the light of the stars. 
From his temples to his shoulders fell locks of fine^ 
yellow-white hair, half moonlight, half sunshine; and 
in this frame was a profile statuesque as that of some 
ancient image, arched nose, {M'ominent cheek-bones, grey 
eyebrows shadowing bright, eager eyts^ lips lost beneath 
the soft flow of a silver beard. His bowl, placed on the 
ground at his feet, seemed waiting rather for ofTerings 
than for alms. His whole personality inspired awe in 
the beholder, and I noticed that the pilgrims, as they 
made their libations at the fountain, showed a venera* 
tion for him mingled with fear, as though he had been, 
if not the god, at least the guardian priest of the 
fountain. 

^ Who is that poor old man ?" I asked of a passer-lqr. 

** Neither I nor any one else can tell you that He 
is called Pôtr he groc'hen gawr, the man with the goat' 
skin, because of that halfndressed hide which you see 
over his back, giving him a look of Saint John the 
Baptist Nobody knows anything more about him, and 
probably no one ever will, for either he is, or prétends to 
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be, so deaf that it is quite impossible to question him. 
There are some who say he is a saint, and some a 
sorcerer ; the first are led away by the fact that he can 
repeat the Mass in Latin as well as any bishop; the 
latter say what they do because no one knows anything 
against him; he does not even get drunk like his 
brethren with the coppers he collects. He appears 
regularly on the eve of the Pardon, always seats him- 
self in the same place, passes the night as you see him 
now, whatever the weather may be, and next moming, 
having saluted the Virgin, takes his departure on his 
Wandering Jew's journey across the country/' 
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CHAPTEE V 

THE only street of Rumengol, bordered on ooe side 
by a dozen houses, on the other by the church- 
yard walI, was blocked with booths as I entered it-— open 
stallsy where, in the light of lamps or torches, rosaries 
sparkled along with medals, rings, and glittering favours ; 
while sacred pictures and cloth scapularies waved softly 
in the evening breeze. Troops of peasant women were 
standing in ecstasy before thèse marvels, but the men 
made a cirde round the game of Mil ha kaz (a kind of 
roulette), very popular in Brittany, while otfaers joined in 
the rough exercise of '' Turk's head." 

It was no easy matter for me to make my way 
through ail thèse stationary people, for a Breton, when 
once he has taken up a position, never moves, unless 
absolutely pushed aside. And this is especîally the case 
at fair-time ; he then seems as though carved out of 
stone, and any one can walk right over him without his 
budging an inch. 

However, by means of working steadily away with 
my elbows, I finished by reaching Uie inn that had been 
recommended to me. It was that which stands at the 
end of the village, a couple of steps from the church. 
Its narrow granité Windows were blazing forth from its 
dark, low-browed face. A fiexy, purple glow lighted the 
ground-floor, and quick fiashes came and went, dancing 
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and sparkling like meteors over the joists of the roof. 
In the chimney the flame grew into an immense red 
sheaf, and from the depths of the saucepans came heavy, 
rapid sounds, like the rush of a rising tide. 

In this fumace of a place I found about fifty hnman 
beingSy crowded one upon another, supping to their hearts' 
content, never dreaming of taking their food out into 
the fresh night to eat it on the neighbouring banks. 

A few of them even had to sit on the floor, their 
plates between their knees, but they were not in the 
least put out or uncomfortable. A pilgrim is not a 
commercial traveller. He just sits down where he finds 
room, takes what is given to him, and psiys what he is 
asked with a cheerful ** Thank you." 

Well, I myself hâve come to Rumengol as a literary 
pilgrim, and am not inclined to be exacting, but I do 
like the end of a form to sit upon, and I prefer it near 
some hole through which I can breathe. 

" Go upstairs/' says the hostess to me. 

A low room, with no other furniture than a table of 
planks, resting on empty casks by way of trestles. In 
order to readi their plates the guests are obliged to 
remain standing. Those who hâve finished, or who 
hâve not yet got their food, fiU up the time of waiting 
by monotonous games of cards. Whenever a fist falls 
on the ill-adjusted planks the plates tip up, and ail the 
glasses give a jump. There is a loud sound of talking, 
and a sour smell of spilt cider greets one's nose on 
entering, for already signs of drunkenness are in the air. 

The little servant who has been sent with me pushes 
open a door at the end of the room, and shows me a 
retreat where there is a real table, and (God forgive me !) 
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chairs. Hère, at last, everything is peaceful and quiet 
The lattice opens over a field, beyond which lies tfae 
valley, covered with a great bridai veil that the mys- 
terîous water-sprites hâve spread over the poplars and 
willows. I should never hâve dreamed of finding such 
a quiet corner, and am just about to fall to, on the plate 
of stew that smokes before me, when a loud snore comes 
from one of the dark corners of the room, waming me 
that I am to hâve both company and music at my 
dinner. 

" Oh, it îs nothing," whispers the girl. " It is only 
the Song Man. He laid himself down there to get a 
nap ; he won't trouble you in the least ; '' and after this 
lucid explanation off she runs. 

But corne, think I, it would be as well to hâve a look 
at this Song Man I so I make my way to the side of the 
sleeper. 

He is lying at fuU length on the floor, face to the 
wall, his head on a knapsack bursting with papers. 
Now, either I am very much mistaken, or I hâve seen 
this same old calfskin knapsack before. A flood of 
memories rushes over mé at the very sight of it, calling 
up before my eyes Trégor, my native land. Yes, yes, it 
must be he I 

I lowerthe candie towards the man's face ; he moves 
a little, and with a cry I recognize him — 

" Yann Ar Minouz ! " 

No doubt the strange-sounding name means nothing 
to you, but remember it nevertheless, for it is that of 
our last native Bard. Alas I I ought to say, It WAS — 
for Yann Ar Minouz is no longer among us. I saw by 
the papers that he died at Pleumeur-Gautier, nearly a 
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year ago, in the fifty-seventh year of his âge. Surely it 
will not be out of place hère, if I speak of him at sotne 
length, for he was the favourite rhymster of ail the 
Kgalar Rumengol pilgrims ; they still mourn him. In 
the words of an old woman, who never passes my door 
without knocking — 

"He shone out among other singers like a gold 
pièce among coarse halfpence." 

But it is round about Tréguier, Lannion, Paimpol, 
that he has left the saddest void 

With him died the muse of wandering poets, a good 
girl, rather Bohemian in her tastes, not particularly 
neat in her dress, and scarcely choice enough about the 
sélection of her subjects ; but bold and industrious, with 
a quick foot and ready tongue. It was her cheerful, 
nasal voice that led the pilgrims ail across the peninsula. 
Heaven préserve me from introducing Yann Ar 
If inouz to you as the equal of the Liwarc'h-hens, or 
the Taliésinns of our land ! * He would not wish me to 
do so, he who so readily exaggerated the pretensions of 
others. 

His muse was not one that flew very high, neither 
was he altogether original. But if he did not revive the 
school of great bards in our midst, he at least prolonged 
its death agony. He spoke of himself as a Bard, inno- 
cently enough, having chosen the word by chance, with- 
out going into the question of its real meaning ; and a 
Baid in truth he was, both from taste and tempérament 
He often uscd to say to me — 

" I hâve never been anything but a singer of songs, 
and I shall be so as long as I live. People hâve wanted 

* Celebrated Celtic bards. 
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to teach me ail sorts of trades, but I was made wrong 
for ever)rthing except to be a maker of verses ; that is 
the only thing I really enjoy, the only thing I can do 
properly. When I was a child I was set to look after 
cows, but one moming when a great breeze was blowing 
I left the beasts to take care of themselves, and set off 
to see where the wind came from. That was the year 
after my first communion. Ever since then I hâve 
spent my time running about the country. I eat when 
any one gives me anything, and I sleep where they let 
me. But I prefer the inn of La Belle Étoile to any 
dosed-in house, just as I like the singing of birds better 
than the talking of men.'' 

Being near Pleumeur last vacation, I went to see his 
widow, Marie-Françoise Le MouUec, and we had a long I 
talk about the dead man, lying so near us, under the 
shadow of the church in the peaceful graveyard. 

Yann first saw the light at Lézardrieux, and his 
father, who could read^was considered so higUy educated, 
that beside being a weaver, he filled the position of 
village schoolmaster. His daily task of weaving over, 
he gathered round him a dozen little boys of the nagh- 
bourhood, and instructed them ; that is to say, he taugfat 
them their catechism, and how to find their places in tfae 
différent services of the prayer-book, cramming thàx 
heads meanwhile with old ballads that set forth tiie 
failings of former noblemen, or celebrated the virtoes 
of local saints. This elementary style of éducation 
suited Yann to a marvel. He made such rapid pro- 
gress that his father thought to make him a priest, 
and sent him to Pleumeur, where there was a regular 
certificated schoolmaster. So Yann was initiated into 
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IFrench, and even a little Latin. Bat he soon had 
enough of that kind of life ; no one sang Breton 
songs at the Pleumeur school, so he ran away, and 
one fine morning his father found him asleep in the 
stable. 

" What are you doing hère ? " he inquired angrily. 

''You had ail gone to bed when I came home iast 
night, and I didn't like to wake you." 

" You hâve a holiday to-day, then ? " 

" No, but I am not going back there ; I don't like it 
H you make me go I shall only run away again, and 
you won't see me any more." 

They did everything they could think of to move 
the child, but in vaia Threats, blows, entreaties, were 
not of the least avaîL 

" Well," said his parents» " at ali events, you shall 
eam your living ; " and they hired him out to a farmer of 
Saint Drien. From dawn to dusk he was set to look 
aiter cows, bulls, and heifers, in the midst of the bound- 
kss countiy. But, as a matter of fact, he passed the 
time sitting between a couple of gorse bushes, listening 
to a mysterious bird that had begun singing in his head, 
or picturing imaginary landscapes, to which so strong a 
knging drew him, that he got pins and needles in his 
kgs with thinking about them. It was there, in the 
quiet of that melancholy moorland, that the spirit of 
primitive pœtry came to him for the first time.* He 
iras about twelve years old when he composed his first 
poem, the same that he afterwards rewrote and called 

* The Rector of Pleumeur, M. Barra, gave him his first lessons 
h Bieton mètre. ** Be a Bard," said this old man to Yann» *' after 
ttat of a priest, I know of no more delightful calling.*' 

H 
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''Confession de Jean Gamin." It ran something like 
this : — 

'* I am an impudent, naugbty little boy» 
Caring for nothing save playing with my peg-top, 
I keep away from school as much as ever I can. 
And go bird Vnesting, fighting, and scrambling about. 

'' My vest is torn, my stockings are in rags. 
As for my trousers, they wiU scarcely hold together ; 
Through using it to beat my friends with, my hat no longer bas 

abrim, 
So when I go home, there is not much for me to expect save 

whippings. 

''As to supper, alas ! I often hâve to go to bed withoat it. 
As a punishment for ail my sins, 
Yet I am never sorry ; I grow worse and worse ; 
Old Blunderer is the name with which I honour my iather. 

'< My little mother b tender, and tries to make excuses for me» 
But instead of being gratdful to her, and saving her trouble, 
I call her RED face ! that is ail the thanks I give her. 
1 think there is no need to add that I am a r^gular Good for 
Nothing." 

He grew out of thèse rude ways and naughty tricks 
as he became older, but he never got rid of the un- 
disciplined nature that was bom with him. His widow, 
who did not exactly praise ail his ways, remenabered 
him as a very sweet-tempered man, unfailingly amiable 
under ordinary circumstances, but quite incapable of 
governing himself, and impatient of ail controL He 
never did anything by halves. Sometimes he b^an to 
weep bitterly without anybody knowing why. He loved 
to be mysteriouSy never telling his thoughts, and dis- 
liking to be questioned. But perhaps the most striking 
thing about him was his love of wandering. To the 
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day of his death he had the restless, adventurous spirit 
of a yoang coït, and as soon as anybody put the least 
resttaint upon him, he reared. We hâve seen how he 
behaved to the farmer who scolded him for dreaming, 
instead of looking after the beasts. The herd came 
borne in the evening without their keeper, and Yann 
was seen no more in Saint Drien for ten long years. 

The village had altered greatly in appearance during 
Aat time; the greater number of the cottages had 
become houses, had exchanged their day walls for 
stOD^ their thatched roofs for slate. Only one had 
remained the same, and it was to its window Yann 
hurriedy never doubting that Marie-Françoise» his little 
{neod of former days, would be there waiting for him. 
He found her, not such as he had left her, but such as 
he loved to find her;, and they married before Grod and 
the Government The day after the wedding, the wife 
said to her husband — 

" Yann, my love, we must begin to think about the 
future. There is just one little cloud upon our happi- 
ness, it seems to me : you hâve no occupation, you 
bow. Now, I am a very good spinner, how nice it 
«oold be if you would become a flax-beater ! " . • • 

So Yann t<x>k to beating flax, and for a whole year 
worked most consdentiously. Sometimes, sudden fits 
of sadness clouded his brow, but they soon melted 
away. While working he composed, and when Sunday 
arrived, as they came from Mass, he would settle him- 
self down in the inn parlour, with two or three friends, 
and read them his new couplets. Very sober he was, 
never drinldng anything stronger than coffee; very 
iti^us, toc, a regular attendant at ail the services» 
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At the end of a year, Marie-Françoise le MouUec 
présentée! him with a little daughter, whom he named 
after the blessed Virgin, and began adoring to such a 
degree that it almost seemed as though his mind were 
afTected. From that time he became less industrioas, 
passing long hours in ecstasy beside the child's cradie. 
His wife tried to argue with him, but it was no use ; 
he let her talk, and went on as before. 

" Yann," said she, one day, " you are too fond of the 
little one ; children who are loved too much, live too 
little." 

She hoped, by reminding him of this old saying, to 
recall him to a calmer and more reasonable frame of 
mind, but it had a contrary effect From that moment, 
Yann never left his little girL Even his nights were 
passed listening to her breathing as she slept, and ail 
day long, when the weather was fine, he carried her in 
his arms, strained close to his bosom in a wild embrace^ 
and, till the first dews of night^ bore her over field and 
moorland, singing her ail manner of lovely things that 
he never wrote about. He hoped that by so doing he 
should drive away the bad luck with which his wife 
had threatened him, but he failed. When she was 
six years old the child died The father's despair 
was as infinité as his love. They had to take the little 
body by force from his arms, and when the funeral 
was over, the mother was left to go back to the house 
alone. 

*' I can never come home again," said Yann, " till 
my dead girl returns to me." 

He felt quite sure that she really would come to life 
again; the Virgin, her godmother, would perform this 
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miracle on her behalf. So he started travelling about 
the countiy, while waiting for that happy day, well 
pleased at heart to take up his wandering life once 
more. It was such a relief to be without the weight of 
sedentary work, to stretch his sparrow's wings again in 
the free, open air. 

As he wandered about the roads, his sorrow iied 

away. Poetry soon succeeded in comforting him, and 

his réputation as a rhymster spread fan People came 

to ask for verses, and he undertook ail with equal readi- 

oessy no matter what the subject : melancholy poems for 

unfortunate lovers, satires against miserly masters or 

faithless maidens. But what he really preferred was to 

sing the praises of the great Breton saints, or celebrate the 

various local festivals, enumerating at the same time the 

wonderful virtues of the sacred fountains. No Pardon 

was complète without Yann. The blind Bard of Ker- 

suliet, Yann Ar Guenn/ who had given up his calling, 

heard with joy that his successor had appeared, and ex- 

pressed a wish to meet him. No time did Yann Ar 

Minouz lose in answering to the call of him he always 

spoke of as '' My godfather." The interview took place 

in the old man's cottage by the water's edge, at the foot 

of the Yellow Rock at Tréguier. There for some years 

the blind Bard had lived the life of a hermit, tied to his 

oak chair by the infirmities of old âge, with no other 

amusement than to listen to the plick-plock of the oars, 

as the heavy barges of seaweed or sand went up with 

the tide ; waiting, to use his words, " for the silent coming 

of the Boat of SouIs," in which, before very long, he 

* An account of this popular poet wîll be found in the intro* 
dttCtioD to ^Soniou Breiz-Izel," p. xxiv. 
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would travel to the other world. It was touching, that 
interview — even solemn; after long years, Yann Ar 
Minouz could never speak of it without émotion. 

'^When I pushed open the door/' he would say, 
" I found myself in a narrow room, as dark as the deviL 
In the chimney at the far end, a turf fire was buming 
silently, and out of the darkness came the broken voice 
of an old woman, asking me, sharply, what I wanted. I 
answered^ that I was Yann Ar Minouz, and that I had 
corne to pay my respects to the Father of Songs, the 
illustrious Dali Ar Guenn.* Then, ail in a moment, 
the old wife changed her tone, and spoke to me quite 
sweetly. 

" ' God bless you, friend Yann,' said she ; ' my husband 
has been longing to meet you. I am Marie Petitboo. 
You shall taste my crêpes presently ; they are as good, 
in their way, as Dali Ar Guenn's verses. • . . Corne to 
the fire, and let my poor old man embrace you, as he 
cannot see you.' 

" Ah ! she was a good talker, I promise you, and ooe 
who didn't keep her tongue in her apron pocket But 
while she entertained me with her pretty speeches, I did 
nothing but feast my eyes on her husband, whose great 
bony form I began to make out, seated as though 
folded up, at one corner of the hearth. When he tumed 
on me his majestic face, framed by hair white as the 
hoar*frost, I noticed the motionless eyelids, that gave 
him an almost superhuman dignity. I felt as though I 

* In Brittany it is usual to mention the afflicted thus by their 
affliction — Dali Ar Guenn, Blind Le Guenn, Tort Ar Bonnîec, 
Lame Le Bonniec. It is not considered in the least disre- 
spectfid. 
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Were looking at the Etemal Father Himself, and was 
just about to fall on my knees» when he stretched out 
his wrinkled hand toward me. 

'* ' Sing I ' said he ; and I sang for two hours. If I 
showed any sign of stopping, he exclaimed, * Dalc'h- 
ta, mab; dalc'h-ta* ['Go on, my son; go on!'], 
and I oould see by his face ihat he was really pleased. 
As soon as I had finished, I heard him murmur, 
' Corne, corne, now I can die in peace ; ' and drawîng me 
towards him, he blessed me. I can tell you I felt as 
delighted as some missionary, who has just been conse- 
crated by his bishop." 

There is no doubt that this consécration accounted 
for a good many of the lofty illusions as to the quality 
of his poetiy, with which Yann consoled himself as long 
as he lived. He had a very high idéal of his art, and 
was fairly satisfied with the way in which he expressed 
it The workmen at Le Goffic*s old printing-house at 
Lannion still remember the condescending and superior 
air with which this ragged Bard would place on the 
counter his extraordinary manuscripts. I hâve a few 
spedmens of them in my possession. The paper has 
been picked up God knows where ; itlooks as if it'had 
corne out of some dust-heap. Margins of daily papers, 
backs of prospectuses, leaves torn from account-books, 
copy-books blotted with ink, stained by the dust of the 
h^hway, ail tied together with a bit of thread. And 
over it ail Yann's coarse writing trails in a determined» 
Êuitastic fashion, like the broad, winding trenches eut 
by a plough in the bosom of the autumn waste-land. 
The strokes for the most part are heavy, careless and 
latxnired is the language ; but hère and there a verse 
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stands out, a fine, sonorous verse, which bears on its 
wings the whole of the poem. Thus will a bird*s soog 
oftentimes suffice ta cheer the monotony of a whole 
duU landscape. 

The poet usually had ten or twenty thousand copies 
of his Works printed at a time. For convenience sake 
he divided thèse among the four or five districts through 
which he was accustomed to travel, giving them into 
the charge of a few trusty friends^ who undertook to 
keep him supplied, according to the requirements of 
his sale, and thus his calfskin knapsack was no sooner 
empty than it was refiUed. It was in the early days of 
March that Yann began his travels» for then in Breton 
land cornes the time of ''Fairs and Pardons." Then, 
over both slopes of the Mountains of Are, the roads 
are crowded by pilgrims, cattle, and carts. Then the 
silver crowns corne forth, from beneath piles of linen, 
that lie in the depths of great cupboards ; and the boys 
get out their new waistcoats, and giris their broidered 
caps. Then the face of our old peninsula, still wet with 
winter rain, lights up with a gentle smile, for nothing 
in the world is so sweet and délicate as a western 
springtide. There is a charm about it, a soflness, some- 
thing that I can only describe as maiden modesty, that 
is altogether its own. Pale, golden light floods the 
heaven, and the air is sharp as a sea-breeze. The dis- 
tance is blue, thin blue, almost transparent, and on the 
hilltops the church spires rise bolder than ever, as they 
send the tinkling message of their chimes from one 
parish to anothen One has to know the Breton people 
quite intimately before one can realize what a powerfui 
eifect thèse shrill sounds hâve upon them, what echoes 
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they awake in their. hearts. There is' a legend fhat 
says, that if there could be found a diver bold enough 
to set the long-silent bell of Ker-Is a-swinging, the 
whole town, " The Beauty of Sleeping Waters," would 
arise again in its splendeur above the océan that 
engulfed it. And as a matter of fact, that is what 
happens eveiy year among our countrymen as soon as 
the first Pardon chimes are heard in the land. A 
whole unexpected world of sentiment^ young, graceful, 
and poetic» suddenly anses from the grey depths of the 
Breton nature, called to life by the music of the bells. 
Thèse silent, reserved people become gay as light- 
hearted children. They désert the cottages in which 
they hâve been shut up ail winter, never even taking 
the précaution of bolting the doors. They wander off 
toward the neighbouring towns, gather round their 
chapels and worshipping places, often little more than 
a simple fountain, scarce visible beneath the willows 
growing in the midst of some meadow. They hâve but 
the most hazy notions of time, or even of money ; only a 
craving for pleasure seizes them, modest pleasure, almost 
always innocent, very rarely coarse. Their chief amuse- 
ments are wrestling and dancing, but what they love 
above ail is singing, and those who really dévote them- 
selves to song are looked upon as inspired. 

Yann never appeared but a crowd gathered around 
Hm, and as long as he chose to give them anything to 
listen to, they hung upon his lips. They would seize 
the leaflets, wbere the song appeared in coarse, blotted 
print, the young giris slipping them carefully into the 
folds of their shawls, or their apron pockets; the boys 
stuffing out their jackets with them or pinning them 
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to their hats. There is not a farm in Trégor, where, 
yellowing in the sun, by the side of the Lives of the 
Saints, on the window-ledge, you will not find a heap 
of Works by Yann Ar Minouz. The coppers used 
literally to corne pouring down at the feet of the Baid, 
and he might well hâve amassed quite a modest corn- 
petence, giving the lie to the Breton adage that speaks 
of poetry as ^ a starving trade/' but he was toc entirely 
a child of his race and country to hâve a sensé of 
economy. He was perfectly content to live from day 
to day, spending without ever counting the cost; in tnie 
artistic style ; paying/during rich weeks, for the luxury 
of keeping a court of b^gars, who gorged themsdves 
at his expense, and praised his generosity. 

Never once did it occur to him to send his wife any 
of the money he made. He seemed to hâve forgotten 
her very existence, and, for her part, she was too proud 
to ask him for any help. He had left her with four 
children on her hands, four boys, bom during those 
years that preceded Mary's death. To provide for them, 
Marie-Françoise went out to service, and while she 
toiled for others a good-natured neighbour kept her 
house and looked after her family. 

" One evening, as I came home from work," saîd 
she, '' I saw a man stooping to peep through the windov 
into the cottage, and I knew it was Yann. As soon as 
he had taken a good look, oiF he went again ; no dottbt 
he had corne to see if Mary had returned At loog 
intervais he used to appear in the neighbourhood Uke 
that, and one day we happened to meet 

** ' Good day, Marie-Françoise,' said he, afiectionatel/i 
and I answered, ' Good day, Yann ' ; that was alL He 
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never asked me a word about our boys, the eldest of 
whom was by tfaat time a mason at Lézardrieux.'' 

However, when this eldest son was married, the 

husband and wife at last met, for Yann came in person 

w to bring his consent He sbowed not the slightest 

repentance or embarrassment, seemed gay and happy, 

sang some capital songs, and when night came, lay 

quietly down beside his wife in the bed where they 

had ^ept during their short married life. Next day 

he took his flight ; but withîn the week they saw him 

again, and little by little he settled down. He had 

become rheumatic through sleeping at ** La Belle Étoile/' 

his voice, toc, was getting hoarse, and his lungs were 

failing. The quiet warmth of the fireside was gradually 

weaaing him from his nomadic life, and he ended by 

placing^ his walking-staff in the chimney-corner, murmur- 

ing the Unes of Proux : " Hac ar c'henvid da steuTn ouz 

va fenn-baz déro." * 

After that he never left Pleumeur, save twice a year, 
when, however much any one might dissuade him, he 
tnsisted on making two pilgrimages, to which he re- 
mained Êuthful tili the day of his death. The first was 
to Ménez-Bré, where stands the chapel of Saint Hervé, 
patron of bards; the other to Rumengol, traditional 
meeting-place of singers. 

* The spiders now may spîn their webs around my oak 
l)enn-ba2« 
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CHAPTER VI 



HE was sitting opposite me near the open window,' 
through which delicious little breezes reached os 
from the fresh night without 

" Why is this Pardon called the Pardon of Singers? 
PerhapSy Yann, you, who know everything, can tell me h 
There must be some other reason than that the coo- 
script gave me." 

'' Why, yes ! of course there is. I wiil tell you ail 
about it as you don't know ; only mind, it is true histoiy. 

** When King Gralon, having finished his purgatory 
on earthy crossed the doorstep into paradise^ the first 
person whom he met was the Virgin Mary, who began 
thanking him very heartily for the beautiful church he 
had built for her. * If there is anything you can tfaink 
of to make you perfectly happy hère,' she added/I 
shall be very pleased indeed to give it to you.' 

"'Alasl' answered the old king, 'how can I be 
happy while my daughter Ahès carries on her sad 
business as a murderess ? The remembrance never 
leaves me for a moment' 

" The Virgin drooped her head. ' Ah/ said she, * I 
am afraid I can do nothing about that.' 

'* ' But you can at least prevent her drowning people. 
By taking away her sweet voice, the means of ail her 
crimes, you can remove my people's curse from her.' 
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** * No, Gralon ; what is, must ever be. But listen, I 
will tell you what I can and will do. A race of singers 
shall anse, who shall sing as sweetly as the siren, and 
by means of their voices they shall overcome her evil 
charm. I will endow them with the double gift of beau- 
tifiil verse and pious thought. Wherever Ahès goes 
spreading mouming and terror, there shall thèse singers 
pass, bringing hope and comfort They shall soothe 
the sorrows she causes, give peace to the soûls she fills 
with consternation ; and jU5t as I am the Virgin of All- 
Heal, they shall be the comforters of ail sorrow. Every 
year in the month of May^ which is my own month, you 
shall see them hastening to my Pardon of Rumengol. 
There, from an inexhaustible source, a fount of songs 
and cantides shall flow, and from thence they shall 
spread far and wide, to make known to ail the world 
the strength of the Breton men, the beauty of their 
daughters, the prowess of their ancestors ; and your story 
too, O, Gralon ! shall they sing. Fields and moors, 
threshiog-floors and village greens, shall resound to their 
unwearying voices, till as soon as any one catches 
stght of them he shall cry, * See, hère corne the Virgin's 
nightingales I * 

" So spoke Our Lady, and a great joy arose in the 
dd king's heart as he listened. And now you know 
what you wanted to know." 

I mentioned to Yann the name of the Breton poet, 
Le Scour, who called himself The Bard of RumengoL 

^ Yes/' said he, ^' he has eamed that title more than 
any one else. He has written a whole book about this 
worshipping place. I used to know Ar Scour ; he was a 
poet and a winemaker at the same time. He was a rich 
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Bard, which is a rare kind of bird, but he never looked 
down on bis poorer brethreOi those like m)rself, who 
having no wine to sell, are obliged to live by tbeir 
verses. He was always kind and gênerons, willing to 
open bis door and purse to tbem. His bouse at Morlaix 
was free to any professional poet Some of tbe songs 
be wrote will be sung as long as tbe Breton tongue is 
spoken. Wbo does not know by beart» Gwennili tré* 
méniad [tbe swallow] ? I know tbat disagreeable people 
bave said tbat bis best pièces were not really bb own, 
tbat otbers put tbeir talents into tbem, and be bad only 
to sign tbem. But ail tbat is veiy mucb exag^erated.- 
Still I must confess tbat Placliik Eûssa [tbe little giil 
of Ouessant], tbe most finisbed poem in bis Télen 
Rumengol [Harp of Rumengol], is a very andent 
gwerz, wbicb be appropriated, and simply renovated 
I used to bear my fatber sing it wben I was a little 
cbild. He would hum it as be pusbed fbe shuttle 
backwards and forwards ; it bad sucb a sad slow tuoe 
tbat it made us ail cry. I bave kept to bis way of 
singing it, and if you are about wben tbe processkms 
from Ouessant pass by tbe cburcbyard wall, you may see 
for yourself bow I can draw tears from tbat fierce race 
of pirates." 

We went out togetber, but parted on tbe doorstep. 
As I bad disturbed bim from bis nap, Yann tbought he 
migbt as well make use of tbe extra time by b^nning 
bis rounds in the refresbment bootbs and tents. He 
knew tbat tbere be would be sure to sell tbe remaining 
copies of bis famous '^Dispute between Brandy aod 
CofTee." As for me, I went off to tbe lefL 

Hère rose tbe great sombre arcb at tbe entrante to 
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the church}rardy and just within it stood an immense yew 
tree, old as time itself, the Death Tree, a kind of funereal 
baobab, that had fattened on the human remains of 
many a century — a, distorted trunk, toitured, twisted into 
a spiral, roots burrowing through the wall, bcanches 
reaching out only in one direction, very low, almost on a 
level with the tombs, covering the poor enclosure with 
shadow, pouring down its dense, heavy melancholy in a 
black, unrippled pool. A path, bounded by crosses, led 
to the church porch. Within, thick darkness reigned, 
and I heard the rhythmical breathing of a sleeping 
multitude. By the thin light that entered now and 
again, as some one opened the door of the nave^ the 
bodies of men and women could be seen lying pell-mell 
on the stone bench that ran along the wall. One 
b^gar, stretched out with his head on his knapsack, his 
staff between his legs, and a little spaniel at his feet, 
looked for ail the world like the sculptured, granité 
figure of a bishop, lying under the arch of a tomb, his 
hands joined over his cross, and sandals resting on some 
heraldic beast 

Within the church, at ten o'clock I 

A little too gilded, this interior, a little too much 
loaded by distracting omament. It is vaguely lighted 
by candies from behind the pillar, against which the 
Madonna of the place is leaning. And this light, coming 
from some invisible source, tiiis diffused radiance^ is 
most mysterious, soft, and sweet It caresses the white 
coifs of the women — ^fine net caps from Douarnenez, fiat«- 
backed caps from Carhaix, caps from Concameau like 
fresh crimped skate, caps from Châteaulin with fluttering 
wings^ caps from Léon swelling as the sails in a bay. 
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thin and délicate. In tbe apse, prostrate before the altar 
steps, a circle of women are murmuring the Prayers 
of the Rosary, and the whole Church makes answer in a 
low plaintive whispen There is a confused poetry 
about this endless litany, that fades, every now and then, 
and almost dies away, then suddenly cornes to life 
again, but is always wavering, alwa3rs uncertain, like the 
rustling of leaves stirred by the shifting breeze — a dream- 
prayer rising from hundreds of drowsy lips. The vigil 
lasts till daybreak. AU thèse weary people hâve vowed 
to pass the night in the church ; nothing in the world 
would make them quit their posts, not even the offer of 
the very finest of beds. The tired, careless postures» the 
weary faces, make the spectacle still more strange^ 
reminding one of the bands of suppliants in some old 
tragedy. The comparison is in no way exaggerated ; I 
hâve seen the most wonderful faces at Rumengol, perfect 
types of stern, sorrowful beauty. Look at Uiis 3roung 
girl, for instance, whose head has fallen on to the 
shoulder of her brother, or sweetheart She is sleeping 
as though in a trance, yet even in her perfect uncon- 
sciousness she préserves a certain graceful beauty, im- 
possible to describe. And then this peasant woman, 
seated on her heels, her sad face, old before its time^ 
wrinkled with care, furrowed by tears. With one hand 
she is telling her beads, with the other she supports her 
son, a tall, pale boy, who lies across her knees, devoured 
by some incurable illness. She broods over him with 
her loving eyes, and her persistent prayers luli him like 
an endless cradle-song. Truly is she a Mother of Seven 
Sorrows, a pathetic, living image of La Pietà. 

Outside, a song arises, a slow minor ode, one of 
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those penetrating Breton songs in which the same 

phrase keeps repeating again and again, now duU as 

a sigh, now sharp and strident as the howl of a wounded 

dog. It is the beginning of another vigil, the Vigil of 

Song in the churchyard Pilgrims hâve planted tihem- 

selves among the grass of the graves, on the tops of 

the tombs. Perched on one of the highest, her back 

dgainst a cross, a girl is singing, a girl from Spézet, tall 

ând thin, her black bodice braided with velvet, her head 

small, her eyes too large. A friend, crouching at her 

ieet, whispers the first words of each verse to her, spell- 

iog them slowly ont from an old hymn-book with the 

aid of a wavering candie. The voice of the singer has 

weird notes in it, low notes, veiled as though they came 

from a long distance, and which remain long quivering 

in the air. Then, abruptly, without any noticeable 

transition, the song flings itself forth angrily with a 

loud, hoarse cry, so that the gixl is quite out of breath 

by the time that she gets to the end of each verse. 

Others join in the refrain, the ** Diskan," with a broad 

Ungering of rhythm, infinitely sorrowful, and the singer 

goes on immediately, with never a pause or intërval. 

Her head îs thrown back, and the veins of her neck 

stand out like cords, while down her flushed cheeks 

great drops are running. Her bodice has corne un« 

£istened with the swell of her bosom, the string of her 

cap is broken, but what cares she I Exhausted, breath- 

less, she goes stubbomly on. Others offer to take her 

placer but in vain, she will not sâeld it ; at the very 

tbonght she redoubles her passion, her ecstasy. Truly 

ît is the deliriam of sacred fury. She seems a priestess 

of an earlier religion, possessed by the ancient gods, 
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the subtle essence of whose spirits naturally linger round 
such places as Rumengol. 

• . • I am going by the footpaths along the little 
river to Le Faou. It is almost three o'clock» and a rosy 
flush is softly growing in the eastern sky. It seems 
as though it were true, the adage that déclares^ that, 
while the Pardon lasts^ night at Rumengol is even as 
day. The sea-breeze has risen, and among the green 
of the trees something is shining, an océan sword 
plunging into the heart of the land. And hère is Le 
Faou— old walls, old roofs, a complète tiny city, with the 
air of bygone days, dominated by the court-house, great 
souvenir of feudal times. A quay, the rigging of a ship 
sharply outlined on the pearl-grey distant waters^ tiie 
silhouette of a solitary exciseman, perched at the end 
of the breakwater like a cormorant at rest As fhe 
western mists scatter, three promontories come into 
view, solitary rocks, haunted by great names and greater 
miracles — Kerohan, Le Priolly, Landévennec. A doudy 
shape, at first uncertain, but little by little grovîng 
sharper and more solid, raises itself at last, and is 
Menez Hom, chief of the clan of the Monts-Noir% 
their sentinel towards the Atlantic With his swellîng 
ridge and his face raised to the sun, he hangs over the 
sea as though waming the sailor from perpétuai danger. 

And noW| under the first faint eastern light, the sea 
shivers, the sea awakes. Purple shadows spread over 
its surface, like the blushes that stain the white bosom 
of a maiden when her heart first beats at the coming 
of her lover. I know of nothing to compare in beauty 
with this awakening of the sea in the early dusk of 
a summer moming. It is like watching the first dawn. 
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the coming of light to the new-made world, when the 
waters were separated from the earth, the light from 
the shadows. In thèse great quiet tracts of the far 
west, where man has not yet forced his invading, de- 
forming personality on ail around him, but still remains 
brother to nature, daybreak has kept its poetry, the 
cfaann of its young grâce, and mystic majesty. 

. . . Round the Isle of Tibidi, the Rock of Frayer,* 
I caa see a sail approaching, and behind it another and 
another, piercing the level grey with specks of brown, 
It is the procession of boats from Ouessant, maldng 
thdr way up the tidal river. Heavy strong fishing craft 
they are, built to weather the daily storms from the 
west, but now decked out for the occasion like sacred 
boats of old. Can it be that the soft, rippling waters of 
this sheltered inland sea frighten them, tempest dwellers 
as they are, wrestlers with untamed hurricanes ? or do 
they realize the solemn nature of their expédition, that 
they move so slowly along, with the grave, noble bearing 
of Greek warships sailing across the smiling sea towards 
white Delos ? As they reach the narrow channel they 
fall into single file, lower their canvas, and draw quietly 
up to the quay to disembark their passengers, ail in 
perfect silence, almost without a movement The women 
are the first to land, each, faithful to the ancient custom, 
£Uling on her knees to kiss the ground, where, according 
to tradition, begins the holy land, the kingdom of Our 
Lady. Then in groups they start towards the House 
of the Saint, ail feet bare, each hand holding a candie. 
Tall they are for the most parl^ a little masculine, with 

• So-called because of the fréquent "retreats" Gwennolé and 
his monks spent there. 
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features regular, but too strong and determined. 
skin is not only tannedi but reddened to the bright 
red of salted flesh, that of the old as of the* young. 
Only thdr eyes are beautiful — ^their warm, blue-green 
eyes, calling to mind rock pools of clear sea-water 
sleeping on beds of seaweed. Moreover» they are 
sad eyes, reflecting in their limpid depths shadows of 
past griefs and foretaste of sorrows to corne. There is 
not one among thèse Oaessantines who from birth to 
death bas not been destined to etemal weeping. They 
live in perpétuai terror of ihat sea which robs them 
of their fathers, their lovers, their husbands, their sons. 
This is why they dress in mouming from the cradle to 
the grave. Black is the bodice, black the sldrt and 
apron, black the covering wom over the stiff white cap. 
There is something priestly about this large angular 
head-dress, its falling flaps calling to mind the ** Pschent " 
of ancient Egypt No finery, no coquetry ; even the 
hair, that pride of womanhood, crown of her sovereignty, 
hangs down the neck and cheeks in short straight looks. 
Everything — ^the sombre dress, the loose hair around the 
moumful faces, still more the melancholy lament that 
rises from their lips by way of prayer — ^all tends to 
sadden one's heart by calling up thoughts of death and 
désolation, till at length thèse women seem a troop of 
victims driven forward to their doom by some goddess 
of fate. 

They follow the road absorbed in their dévotions, 
distracted neither by the warmth of the air, the scented 
flowers, nor that young verdure to which their ^es 
must be so little accustomed. Many of them are to-day 
for the first time breathing this sweet country frs^^rancc^ 
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y€t ail thèse matters are but of little moment to them, 
well used as tfaey are to their savage island, naked 
beneath its thin mantle of scorched grass. They pass 
by the enchantments of the mainland with perfect 
indifférence» having eyes only for the thin granité neçdle 
that rises high on the crest from behind a curtain of 
forest Right over its point still lingers a belated star, 
feebly twinkling in a sky half covered by the rising 
waves of day. To the Ouessantines this pale little light 
must seem a heavenly beacon» for no sooner do they 
catch sight of it than they break together into the 
hymn of the Virgin, the Breton version of the ^ Ave 
maris Stella '* — 

^ Ni ha salud» stéréden vor ! • « .^ 

\ The voices are cast back by the great écho of the 
' mowntainsy and the men, who hâve dropped a little 
behind, hasten their steps at the sound. I hâve fallen 
in among them, some fifty great lads, in grey or blue 
wooUen jersejrs, with huge muscles, giant fists, and the 
good, pladd faces of sweet-tempered childrea Long 
dark lashes shade their light eyes, uncertain in colour, 
as though washed by sea-mists. They are very friendly 
and talkative, telling me that they started from Ouessant 
last evening ; that it took them nearly ten hours to cross 
the Iroise, and that they hâve brought food enough for 
three days. " Because, you see, in our part of the world 
it is easy enough to know when you start, but no 
one can possibly say when you may get home again." 
I From time to time some innkeeper, sitting on a cask 
t hy the roadside^ near his bottle*covered counter, calls 
to them — 
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'' Well, and are not you Island folk goîng to take a 
morning drink ? " 

To which they answer cheerfuUy, " We'U take two 
as we go back ; " for they hâve been fasting since mid- 
night, so as to be ready to take the sacrament at early 
Mass. 

Each of thèse men is performing the pilgrimage for 
his whole family, and has to bear back to his people the 
blessing of Our Lady. There is not a household in the 
island but has a représentative hère, a delegate entrusted 
with the most important missions. Sometimes lots are 
drawn for this office, and during the week preceding his 
departure, the pilgrim visits ail his relations, frozn the 
E^at unde to the very last little cousin. Each gives 
him some commission for the saint Perhaps it is the 
grandfather, who feels his sight failing, and asks that 
it may be preserved to him ; or it is Aunt Barba, who 
has goût, and wants to be cured ; then there is ^ tonton " 
Guillou, distracted by a lawsuit, who expects the Virgin 
to appear on his behalf before the judges ; and GaTdik 
Tassely called "Too White/' because of her extrême 
pallor. Though only just twenty, she is fading away 
from some complaint of which neither she nor any one 
else can tell the cause; but no doubt the Virgin of 
All-Heal will recognize its nature. And many more 
messages there are; prescriptions, too, some of theoi 
most complicated. " You see this halfpenny ? You must 
put that one in the church box, and this you must drop 
into the fountain. Now, be careful not to mix theml" 
Or, " You must light a candie on the right-hand side of 
the Virgin, and notice how many times the flame leaps 
up before beginning to bum steadily." In short, there 
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m a complète System of rites, in which our civilized 
caiemories wonld most certainly lose themselves. The 
ïslander, however, finds no more difficulty than among 
the tangled rigging of bis boat He arranges it ail, and 
gets it ready in his mind with that habit of neatness 
peculiar to sailors. You may be sure that he will not 
forget the very least détail, and will perform one after 
another each of the commissions with which he has been 
entrusted. Should he fail in any respect, he would 
consider himself guilty of sacrilège; for is not the 
velfare of ail those who are dearest to him involved in 
thèse practices ? Even he himself has the greatest faith 
in their efficacy. Only one example is known of an 
Islander having failed. The unhappy man was given 
to drinking, possessed by the démon of brandy, and 
happening on his arrivai to tum in at one of the tavems 
of Le Faou, forgot his mission, and never set foot in 
Rumengol at alL When the pilgrims whom he had 
broaght over with him returned from the Pardon, they 
found him sobered and repentant, but nevertheless they 
refused to retum in his boat ; and they did wisely, for 
no one ever heard tell of him again— -even the sea 
never gave up his body. And the Ouessantine who 
fumished me with thèse particulars added in a serious 



^ It was very fortunate that he did not bring down 
God's judgment on his whole race." 

^ What is the object of thèse women in coming with 
you ? Why do they not send a father, husband, son, or 
eircfl some cousin ? " 

" Oh," saîd he, calmly, *' probably because they hâve 
none. There are so many homes in the Island without 
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any men at ail. Every year numbers of us go to sleep 
in the great graveyard, where evefy one is his owa 
sexton ; " and he pointed with a gesture to the océan 
lying below, the soft rosy sea, spread voluptuously out 
over a race of dead men. 



j 
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CHAPTEE VII 

THE clock is striking with short, hurried strokes. It 
is tfae sign for a gênerai movetnent From bams, 
stables, and lofts, cornes a tumbled crowd, their faces 
stiU flushed with sleep, bits of straw sticking in their 
hair, dust on their backs. They smear their cheeks 
with a little water at the trough in the corner of the 
yard| the women rearranging their caps and dusting 
their skirts and aprons. Endless Unes are moving 
toward the church; people seem coming from every- 
where, rising up from the meadows, dimbing down 
from the trees, stout dwarf oaks, sculptured by time 
into great armchairs. The whole country round about 
Romengol has the look of a tumbled bed, a great couch, 
where thousands of people hâve been sleeping, and from 
the trampled grass and deep hay, pressed into the shape 
of bodies, rises a fresh, sweet scent that fills ail space. 

Hère and there are still smoking heaps of ashes, 
forsaken bivouac fires. 

During the warm nights of June the Breton peasant 
does not take in his cattle, but leaves them free to feed, 
or meditate under the stars, instead of shutting them up 
in the stable, and the upland valley of Rumengol, with 
its fresh water and rich pasture, is a celebrated breeding- 
place. So in the clear moming light, ail the country 
aiound is speckled with dots of white, and tan, and 
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blaclc There are hundreds and hundreds of thèse 
cattle scattered over the slopes. They move along 
with the easy indolence of well-to-do beasts, a little 
astonished perhaps at the enormous wealth of people 
in their usually quiet neighbourhood. Some of them 
lean s^inst the gâtes of the stone barriers, or stand with 
their dewy noses hanging over the broom hedges, 
mooing gently, and roUing their great soft eyes. More 
than one pilgrim stretches out an arm to caress them in 
passing, for they are a well-recognized feature of the 
fête. Is it not written in the Book of the Virgin, that— 
^ She brought forth her Son, the Mabik, in the midst of 
the oxen ? " and does not our Lady of Rumengol care 
for the beasts as well as for the men ? One year some 
gipsies, the rascals, stole a cow during the night They 
led her away into the forest of Kranou, and were just 
about to kill her and eat her, when suddenly a storm 
broke forth, a storm that had certdnly not been fore- 
told by any signs in the weather. Three claps of 
thunder resounded, and the lightning struck the tÛeves, 
along with the tree to which the cow was tied. She, 
herself, was not in the least damaged, and her cord 
being now loosed, was able to rejoin the herd without 
their even having had tîme to miss her. In the end she 
benefited greatly by this adventure. No one doubted 
that she had been saved by a miracle, and she was 
looked upon as a spécial favourite of the Virgin, and 
treated with ail the considération due to her estate. 
From that time forth she always had the softest litter, 
the best-filled rack, and after having lived long in 
plenty, died at last of old âge, without having ever 
known the anxiety of being taken to distant fairs. . . . 



THE PARDON OF THE SIN6ERS 128 

If you wish to get some idea of the surprising 

varietjr of our Breton race, its diversity of type, its rich- 

Bes8 of costume, stand in the churchyard of Rumengol 

and watch the people corne from early Mass on Trinity 

Sunday. Ail Brittany has assembled there as a single 

cnan. What effects, wbat contrasts I Hère are the big 

people of Léon, keen business men, sombre fanatics, 

bom to be either merchants or priests, never opening 

their disdainful lips save to utter a prayer or talk about 

money. Near them are the men of Tréguier, quick- 

eyed and active, with open, honest faces. Pleasant 

talkers they are, with a touch of sarcasm in their smile. 

• . • Over there again, stand the Tran* Doué, the folk 

of Pont-Labbé, dressed like Mexicans, with yellow- 

broidered waistcoats, and broad trousers that swell out 

above ihe ankles. Handsome men for the most part, 

with large, red beards framing their jolly faces. They 

leave ail the disfiguring duties of life to their wives, 

while they parade their proud manhood about at ail the 

Fairs and Pardons. . . . And hère cornes the light blue, 

the azuré of the men of Comouailles, worked with fes- 

toons of gold the colour of the broom. A little clumsy 

and overdressed are thèse clean-shaved Southern 

Bretons, but happy with an innocent, everyday cheer- 

fulness that is shown by their rosy, boyish faces, their 

taste for colours, and ail things gaudy ; above ail, by the 

bright jollity of their songs. But how they serve to set 

off to advantage the graceful sons of the Mountains of 

Are, supple and straight as pine trees I In their brown 

woollen costume, like that of the shepherds of old time, 

tbey make one think of the haughty freebooters of the 

Âber, or those Palikares of the Greek coast, who, like 
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them, wore caps of fustanette, and were great, splendid 
lads, with arms like huge wings, and the sharp profiles 
of birds deaving the air. 

Above, on an eminence, a grassy dune, that grows 
out of the churchyard, bearing on its top a chapd, 
Yann Ar Minouz has begun the Lament of Flac'hik 
Eûssa, in his harsh, strident voice-^ 

^ In £Û8sa lived a little maid, 
Pretty and good as an angd, 
Pretty and good as an angel, 
And her name was Corentine. 

^ Alas ! she was but fifteen years of âge. 
And already a heavy cross she bore. 
Upon a rode dose to the sea 
The little maiden was weeping bttter tears. 

^ And fix>m her fbll heart thus she prayed, 
Crying aloud toward the heavens. . • ." 

A slanting ray of sunshine began to play over the 
ragged locks of the Baid. The men and women firom 
the Island came crowding around him in a drde, drink- 
ing in his words, and noting every expression oa his 
face as they followed the course of the song. For not 
content with singing, he acted, and that so well, that he 
tumed the lament into a dramatic monologrue. Ah, 
what an actor he wasl Joining his hands, he raised 
his eyes fuU of tears to heaven, and his voice, faltering 
at first, grew into the most heartbreaking of cries. • • . 

** In the deep sea was my father drowned, 
Fighting agaînst the English. 
When they told her this grievons news 
The heart of my dear mother broke. 
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** So now I hâve no one, alas ! 

' And what sliall I do hère ail alone ? 
No longer bave I on this earth, 
Father, or mother, or any dear îritad 1 

^ Father or mother, no, nor any friend ; 
Life is for me but grief and sorrow.** 

One of the Ouessantines has hidden her face in her 
handkercbiefy and it is plain that she is endeavouring to 
stifle her sobs. The sailor with whom I talked on the 
way up, whispers in my ear — 

" She is an orphan, poor girl ; it is exactly as if the 
words were written for her, and the Song Man singing 
them for the first time." 

And now in a sweeter key, gently swaying his whole 
body, Yann continues — 

*' Bot ah'! there is a Fathçr in heaven, 
And a good Mother at Rnmengol 1 

** My mother often said to me, 
* Pray to the Blessed Virgin, child — 
Tbe tender Virgin of Rumengol, 
For she will never forsake yotu' 

^ Stretch forth your holy hand, oh, Virgin, 
Oyer yonr desolate, sorrowing child, 
Over me, the forsaken orphan, 
And I will go with bare feet to your Pardon. 

*^ Barefoot will I go to ask for help 
At your House of All-heal, 
Seven times will I make the tour 
Of the High Altar on my knees. 

'' Seven times the tour of your sanctuary, 
Oh, Virgin, protector of ail Bretons. 
Lady Mary, onr poor people 
Cannot make you costly présents ; 
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** Neîther waxen gîrdles nor candies, 
Nothing, unless it be their prayers, oh, Virgin i 
Poor as they, my only treasure 
Is my haïr, my golden hair. 

'' I will bind a garland for you 
Made ail of my fair hair ; 
Mingled with wild flowers, simple flowers, 
Glittering with the rosary of my tears. . . .** 

The sad rosary of tears glîtters în the cyes of many 
of the women standing around ; it traces deep, damp 
furrows in their weather-beaten cheeks, and drops slowly 
into the folds of their crossed shawls. Even the men 
themselves are moved, and keep wiping their eyes with 
the backs of their great, coarse, tar-stained hands. And 
minute by minute the number of listeners increases ; ail 
the Pardon is flowing towards the singer, whose sun- 
crowned head rises above the crowd. His shirt is un- 
fastened, and I can see his naked breast, hairy, like the 
skin of a wild beast. Then the song goes on — 

*' Corentine has set out on her joumey, 
Her white staff in her hand ; 
She crosses the sea and foUows the road 
That leads to he^ven and to the saints. 

" And now, see, she has drawn so close 
That she can hear the sweet bells ringing ; 
And as she catches sight of the spire 
She kneels, and breathes a prayer to Heaven. 

'' As soon as she sets foot in Rumengol 
She hastens to kiss the Virgîn's feet, 
And says, * Dear Blessed Mother of God, 
Oh let me die beside you hère. 
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No longer hâve I any one to love me» 
Oh, be merciful, take me and cany me away ; 
My body shall lest in the churchyard hère. 
And my soûl shall go away to live with yoa* " 

Hère Yann pauses, mops his forefaead with his hand- 
kerchief, stretches his hands to the multitude, and in a 
deep voice broken by émotion, says — 

'' Cross yourselves, Christians, the Virgin is going to 
speak." 

^ Then, as the maid knelt before her, weeping, 
Said the Virgin in her sweet voice, 
^ On earth there are only wicked men, 
God save thee, oh, my Ûttle one. 

" ' Thy sweet soûl and thy poor heart 
Are now as pure as gold, 
Then come Corentine, into the depths of heaven. 
And praise my Son Jésus, the good Master.' 

^' And there as Corentine died, 
She cried with a loud voice, 
' I give my heart to the Blessed Virgin, 
And my ourse to thelEnglish ! ' " 

This final verse, the war-cry of the race, the Bard 
flings out of his fuU lungs with a note so sharp and 
vibrating that the crowd trembles and shudders, as the 
great primitive hatred of twelve hundred years ago 
courses once more through its veins. . . . 

The sun has risen high above the horizon now. From 
Le Faou, Landerneau, Châteaulin, brakes and omnibuses 
are beginning to arriva their springs groaning beneath 
the weîght of shopkeepers and their familles, who hâve 
come to Rumengol, as they would to any fair, to make 
hn of the peasants» and eat cold veal on the grass 
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where the pilgrims hâve been sleeping. The true 
Pardon is over. Let us haste away if we wish to keep' 
unspoiled the remembrances of the night and of the 
early morning. 

I take one more drink with the old poet of Tr^or 
in the inn where we met last night, and there we sa^ 
farewell to one another. 

" I hâve a feeling/' says Yann, sadly, '' that I sbaD 
never again sing the song of Plac'hik Eûssa to the 
Islanders, But that is not what troubles me most ; it il 
the thought that the time is drawing near when that 
will be an end of ail thèse beautiful gwerz that car 
fathers hâve loved, the sweet Sônes which, even froa 
old lips like mine, sound gay as the song of birds in 
springtime. AU thèse things are dying, and many othefs 
that hâve gladdened our hearts. The Pardons, alasl 
even the Pardons themselves will disappear, though I 
believe no one but myself has realized it Everjfwheie 
the roads by which I travel are bordered by ruined 
chapels. The ghost of a bell still chimes from the 
broken steeple ; I often hear its sad, mysterious kneli 
as I pass by in the evening. But; putting myself aside^ 
who is there that lends an ear to the waming? Our 
priests ? Why, they are the very first to kill our saints, 
to let their worshtp fall into disuse. It is they who 
make bare our most holy sanctuaries by leading the 
people away in troops to foreign shrines» to far-away 
virgins, to Lourdes, to Salette, to Paray-le*Monial ! 
What right hâve they to lead Breton dévotion away 
from its own landl Let them beware lest so miidi 
travelling does away with it altogetherl My mother 
used to cry out against thèse new ways. ** There is 



THE PARDON OF THE SINGERS 129 

only one road to paradise/' she would say, ** and you 
^U find it by following in the footsteps of the saints of 
your own country." I tremble for the days to corne. 
Thank God I shall not live to see them ; before then 
they will hâve covered my face with the cloth, beneath 

wbich a man sieeps for ever. • • . 

• •••••• 

And now I am making my way back towards 
Quimerc'h by the footpath through the bracken. Half- 
way across I overtake two good old women of Cor- 
oouailleSy who in merry mood, with much shrugging of 
shoulders, are telling endless stories to each other, both 
speaking together, neither listening to what the other 
says. Their double soliloquy foUows me for some time, 
i&ding at last into the deep peace of vast, unbroken 
silence, the entrancing calm of a wildemess. To the 
north the woods of Kranou billow away into the distance, 
towards the west the océan fiâmes like a bowl of molten 
gold Rumengol, its Pardon, its beggars, it singers, ail 
seem to hâve glided down into the shadow of the ravine ; 
now the gilded saddle of Hanvec country sinks in its 
tum, while far, far ofT in the depths of the sky appear 
the blue crests of the Are Mountains. Not a belfry to 
be seen, not a roof, nor even one of those smoke-dried 
cabins that sometimes betray the présence of man. Once 
more there comes that feeling of being in a new-made 
land, a world scarce wakened ont of chaos. The whole 
country seems still in its primitive form, and I could 
swear that not a stone bas been moved since the fabled 
autumn evening when the sun went down upon the death 
of Gralon. 

Suddenly a cry, a loud sinister shriek, that rips it^ 

K 
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way through the solitude. Out of the bosom of a hill- 
side rushes a traiOf and, in the forai of shaking, rattling 
carnages, dvilization passes, taking no heed of the sweet 
fancies it crushes, nor of the grand old symbols it 
destroys. The sad prophecy^of Yann Ar Minouz oomes 
back to my memory. Shall we, indeed, ever again hear 
the singers at the Pardon of Rumengol ? 

Modest, charming Spirit of old Breton Song; thjr 
votaries are becoming few indeed. In the new order of 
things it will pay better to be an innke^per than a Bard 
Old weavers, country tailors, poor shepherds, wandering 
sabotiers, thèse are now the only foUowers of thy simple, 
heartfelt worship. Thy sweet voice is destined to be 
hushed for ever, together with the sound of the last 
spinning-wheel. To those générations that hâve loved 
and cherished thee others bave succeeded, who are too 
busy to listen, too worldly to understand. 

Modest, charming Spirit of old Breton Song, thon 
who through so many âges hast borne on thy wings the 
hope of our race^ how sadly do I dream of that hour 
when thou shalt be no more. 
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BOOK III.— SAINT JEAN-DU-DOIGT 
THE PARDON OF FIRE 

DKDICATED TO MADAME ^MILS CLOAREC 

OHAPTEE I 

THE festival of the summer solstice, which in other 
régions has almost degenerated into a merry- 
making, is still celebrated in Brittany, with as deép and 
intense a faith as that of primitive man when he knelt 
and adored the sun. 

During the night of the twenty-third of June, it is 
no exag^eration to say, that from the highlands in the 
centre, to the low-l}âng coast, or, in Breton words, from 
Aigoat to Armor, there is not a village, a hamlet, a farm 
lying solitary in the midst of its fields, no, nor even a 
sabotier's hut, buried beneath the woodland covert, where 
the inhabitants do not consecrate the symbolical log, 
invoking the sacred flame or prostrating themselves 
around the ashes, according to the particular cuit they 
foUow. Through the course of âges, the meaning of 
the various rites has been lost, but forms and gestures 
remain exactly as they were thousands of years ago. 

In another book,* I hâve attempted to describe one 
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of thèse '< Nights of Fire/' such as I witnessed it among 
the mountains in one of the wildest parts of the Are. 
But the place tnost renowned as the centre, the spécial 
sanctuary of the old solar worship, is on the western 
border of Trégor, a flowery spot, covered wîth goldea 
gorse, lyîng close to the Cap du Primel. Therc^ pro- 
tected from the sharp winds of the Channel, lies die 
hidden, delicious vale of Traoun-Mériadek. 

Mériadek is a name greatly revered in the neighbour- 
hood. Legend tells us that he who bore it was a persoa 
of noble race, grand-nephew of King Conan, that 
Pharamond of Brittany. Albert of Mprlaix says that 
he died Bishop of Vannes, after having lived for many, 
many years in solitude with no other companion than 
a clerk, and mentions as his abode a spot very suitable 
for such a life, not far from the town of Pontivy. But 
the people of Traoun-Mériadek resent this tradition. 
"Every one has a right to his own saint,'' say they. 
" Mériadek belongs to us ! He never went away from 
our neighbourhood since the blessed day, when, having 
left the land of the Saxon, with his brother Primel, he 
came in a hollow rock garlanded with seaweed to this 
haven. The country was pleasant, sheltered, fuU of 
shady trees, cheerful with the song of running waters. 
Said Mériadek to Primel — 

'^ ' I am the elder, I hâve first choice ; I should like 
to stay hère. As for you, brother, go where God leads 
you, and peace be with you.' 

** As Primel bowed his head in acquiescence, he saw 
a round stone lying at his feet Picking it up, he 
brandished it aloft, and threw it in front of him* As it 
touched the ground it began roUing along like a bail 
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towards the sunset, and Primel followed, only stopping 
where the stone finally stopped, on the rocl^ shore of 
Plougaznou, where, so says the legend, the stone had 
dwelt before the sea tore it from its native rock« And 
Saint Mériadek remained hère with us, till the time 
when Saint John the Baptist joined him as patron of 
Dur church." 

That is to say, Mériadek suffered the fate of many 
of our old national miracle-workers. Some time in the 
early part of the fifteenth century, he was, if not exactly 
baoished, obliged to yield his place to a newer form of 
worship. No doubt he was not considered sufficiently 
orthodox, too many pagan éléments remained mingled 
with the dévotion of which he was the object Even in 
our own days, the people of thèse parts are extremely 
conservative and intractible, and a hundred years ago, 
when the traveller Cambry came among them, he was 
strack by their ominous reserve, and the rude way in 
which they proclaimed themselves ** rough lads of the 
sea-coast" Fôtred called an Arvorik. Cut off from 
the world by ramparts of steep hills, and by an océan 
bristling with rocks, they hâve remained obstinately 
attached to beliefs and practices thousands and thou* 
sands of years old. Perhaps in no other région of Brit- 
tany hâs the ancient Celtic nature-worship remained so 
unaltered as in this valley of Traoun-Mériadek. The 
natural features of the place hâve contributed to this, 
quite as much as the circumstances of the people them- 
selves. On ail sides fountains can be heard: they 
spring up in the fields and meadows, they flow out of 
the very rock itself, giving to the landscape a sensé of 
endless fertility, of a never-failing bosom pouring forth 
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strcngth, freshness, health, yea, lîfe îtsclf. What wondcr 
that pilgrims of ail time hâve knelt in adoration on the 
margins of thèse sacred divonnes t 

And then lift your tyes to the heights around! 
Notice the great solemn promontories where the Sun, 
the Breton Hëol, own brother to Hdios the Greck. 
walks every summer morning, wrapped in the first pure 
shimmerings of his délicate light, and at evening, leaves 
his long rays of sumptuons purple trailing behind him. 
Is it surprising that générations of Celts hâve looked 
upon this place as his sanctuary, an open temple dedi- 
cated to him whom still they call ** the King of Stais," 
the god whose radiant présence is ail the sweeter to 
them, from being so rarely vouchsafed in their sombre 
climate ? 

As it was quite impossible to destroy thèse pagan 
customsy Christianity tried, as we know, to tum them to 
her own account. She raised chapels near the foun- 
tainsy placed figures of the Virgin in crannies of the 
sacred oak trees, sanctified the old myths by adopting 
them as her own, substituting the names of saints for 
those of the old gods. And so no doubt it came to pass 
that good Mériadek, fabulons Bishop of Vannes, was 
called upon to receive the worship hitherto addressed to 
the sun in this corner of Trégor. There are many 
things about him that justify this theory. A certain 
Mystery Play, precious remuant of a lost dialect, shows 
him to us endowed with the gift of light, dissipating 
the darkness of sightless eyes, opening the shadowed 
understanding to behold the Light of lights. 

We must, however, condude that the worship of 
Saint Mériadek had scarcely the desired effect on the 
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pagan customs. The Breton soûl is rather like the soil 
on which it dwells. You think you hâve dug to the 
bottom, and burned eut the very germs of the weeds« 
Let ît lie fallow for a year ; the following spring the 
roots will revive and gorse, broom, ail the original 
végétation, will âower as freshly as ever. 

Now» in the fifteenth century the popularity of Saint 
Mériadek was probably on the wane. lïie ancient pagan 
undergrowthy still alive and deeply vigorous, had, inno- 
oently enough, invaded the new cuit, covering and 
half stifling it Ail this was in the natural order of 
things, and only to be expected ; besides — ^who can tell ? 
even the clergy themselves had most likely lost faith in 
the powers of this superannuated saint There is a 
fashion in saints, which is subject to change like evety- 
thing else in this world. In Brittany our fathers hâve 
had many proofs of this. 

Renan has told us the history of a certain statue of 
Saint Bndoc, which the curé, under pretence that it 
had becpme shabby, surreptitiously replaced by a figure 
of our Lady of Lourdes. What a number of similar 
tricks might be citedi Long would be the list of 
Breton parishes in which the old Celtic saint has had to 
give w^y to Saint Peten In fact, that task of Roman- 
izbg Brittany, which maddened the Emperor's légions, 
is being slowly brought about by the very Breton priests 
themselves. They veiy soon began to denationalize 
the religion of tiieir flocks, and partially succeeded. 
Saint Mériadek is only one of many victims. One finç 
day somebody notice^ that he was lacking in distinc- 
tion, and almost immediately his humble chapel was 
transformed into a spacious church, in which the good 
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old saint was tolerated as a guest, but where the real 
lord and master from that time forward was Saint John 
the Baptist. Even the valley changed its name. No 
longer was it known as Traoun-Mériadek ; henceforward 
it was the commune of Saint Jean-du-Doigt. 
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OHAPTBR II 

"\A7 ^^^ thèse substitutions hâve taken place, especî- 
V V ally in such remote periods as that of which we 
are speaking, it is often difficulté not to say impossible, 
to discover the circumstances under which they occurred. 
Those who brought them about were naturally not 
anxious to perpetuate the memory of ^their deeds ; in 
iact, they rather endeavoured to wipe out the remem- 
brance of the older tradition, in order to strengthen the 
position of its successon But in the présent instance we 
hâve the good fortune to know the whole story, thanks 
to that most credulous, most unreliable, but most 
charming of Breton legendaries, Albert Legrand. 

He lived in the first half of the seventeenth century, 
this Père Albert, at Morlaix, where he had been born, 
and near to where, in the abbey of Cuburien, he had 
become a monk. He had an educated mind, and at the 
same time a singularly childlike souL Like the peasants 
from whom he had sprung, he delighted in story and 
legend, and hîs passion for the marvellous was insati- 
able. Towards the saints of his country, the " Patron 
Saints," as he called them, his dévotion was boundless ; 
their surprising travels, the wealth and variety of their 
éventâtes, enchanted him. And thèse legends were 
fot the most part unwritten, ieft to the unsafe keeping 
^f the human memory. It seemed to him that he could 
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not do a more Christian, and at the same time more 
truly Breton work, than to gather t(^ether and establish 
them in a book. So, as soon as he had obtained per- 
mission from his superiors, he hegan his great work. 

And a great work it was I To b^n with, he had 
to travel about ail over Brittany, visiting it in détail, 
examining manuscripts, questioning the people, stopping 
at every church and little oratory where any one coo- 
nected with our golden legend had left the impress of 
his feet or the perfume of his virtues. From that time 
forward no one was to be seen on the roads save Albert 
of Morlaix. He was a kind of Breton Pausanius. He 
talked to the peasants in their own tongue, which ifl 
Brittany is the only ofien sésame. Being a Franciscao 
monk, ail presbyteries were open to him ; but even thcrc 
he was not content simply to converse with the rector^ 
but would go into the kitchens, and gossip with the 
housekeepers, the Carabassenn. Nobody felt shy with 
him, so they told him ail they knew, and he, fervent 
pilgrim that he was, drank it in with ail his ears, thus 
gathering sheaf by sheaf his wonderful harvest 

On his retum to Cuburien, that calm place of trees 
and waters, where from his cell of an evenîng he coald 
watch the sails and listen to the songs of the fisher^folk, 
he carefuUy arranged the notes he had taken during his 
wanderings, building up through the quiet hours of the 
nîght his huge work, his "Vie des Saints de la Bretagne 
Armorique^" finding the utmost delight in gathering 
together the scattered fragments of Breton theogony, 
containing as it does history, romance, epic-poetryi and 
fairy taie, Indeed, Albert Legrand united in himsd» 
something of Homer, of Hesiod, of Herodotus, and d 



THE PARDON OF PIRE 189 

Plutarch. He was the first and most delightfully 
innocent of ail our folklorists. 

No road was better known to him than that leading 
to Plougraznou^ the great sea-board parish upon which in 
bis days depended the chaplaincy of Saint Jean-du- 
Doigt. Even at that time tit was much used by the 
good folks of Morlaix, who found it a charming and 
interesting excursion. French and English tourists 
were not the first to discover the massive geological 
structures that buttress and support the Point du PrimeL 
The people of those days also loved to lie in the great 
shadows, on the thick fine carpet of grass that clothes 
the base of the huge rocks» and watch the magnificent 
horror of the sea, bristling even on calm days with 
glittering, crested waves, breaking over the faces of 
black reefs, which no doubt reminded tkem, too, of 
moDstrons nnlcoms. Brother Albert would hâve been 
00 Breton had he not felt, through ail his being, the 
magical charcn of nature ; and the lifelong study of his 
native saints served but to intensify this characteristic, 
He had noticed that in choosing their homes, his heroes 
had been guided no less by aesthetic instincts than 
religions considérations. While fleeing the world, so 
as to approach nearer to God, they certainly did not 
deprive themselves of the beauties of nature. They 
loved vast spaces, through which to roam in prayer and 
contemplation. Their abodes of pénitence sometimes 
looked forth over solemn reaches of forest, but more 
often faced the boundless infinity of the sea. 

Whether he is speàking of the English Qiannel, or 
of the gieat Atlantic, Albert Legrand never mentions 
the sea without a certain deep tendemess. It is plain 
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that he loved her with the changeless love that ail must 
feel who hâve been born within sound of her waves. 

But it was not only onlaccount of the sea that he had 
a partiality for Plougaznou and Saint Jean-du-Doigt 
He was attracted by the annual fites^ which drew such 
enormous crowds of pilgrims from ail over Brittany. 
The remote lîttle valley on the confines of Tr^or had 
become» during the hundred years preceding his timei 
the favourite haunt of national fervour. Its miracolous 
réputation had spread through the whole peninsula, 
and had even been recognized officially. Dukes of 
Brittany had taken the humble ravine under thetr 
spécial patronage, and had contributed towards the 
building of a fine new church on the site of the ancient 
sanctuary. Moreover, they continued to show their 
interest by présents of varions kinds, predous reliquaries, 
heavily embroidered banners, gold monstrances, silver 
crosses covered with bells. 

In the year of grâce, fifteen hundred and six, the 
last and most significant seal was set to the gloiy of 
Traoun-Mériadek. Queen Anne, who, even on the 
throne of France, kept her nickname of '' Petite Brette," 
obtained permission from her royal husband, Louis the 
Twelfth, to retum and comfort the soûl of her native 
land. She wished to see evetything, to make her Trô- 
Breiz according to the custom of that time, when no 
Breton thought he had done his duty unless he had, at 
least once during his life, made the " Pilgrimage of the 
Seven Saints," visiting in their own cathedrals the 
seven patriarchal apostles, the seven spiritual chie& 
of Brittany. Starting from Nantes, she passed by 
Guérande, Vannes, Quimper, visited Notre-Dame du 
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blgoëty and so arrived by Saint Pol at Morlaix, where 

sk magnificent réception awaited her. Slie came, how- 

over, in bad health. Albert of Morlaix tells us that 

^a defluxion had fallen upon her left eye.'' It was 

bot natural that she should be told of the remedy that 

lay so close at hand» such an opportnnity was too 

good to lose ; she must certainly become a patroness 

€f Saint Jean-du-Doigt She did not require much 

urging, but, quite transported by the marvels tbey told 

her of the place, requested to be taken there on foot, 

Bke the humblest pilgrim. The utmost she would allow 

was to be carried in a litter a portion of the way. A 

little past the village of Kermouster, jnst at the top of 

the high bare ridge, Lann ar Festour, she insisted on 

alighting. A calvary rose from the midst of the gorse 

bushes by the edge of the road, and there, according to 

tradition, seating herself on the step, she took off her 

shoes, and barefoot, as the poem has it, like the true 

Bretonne she was, made her way to Saint Jean. I need 

scarcely add that she was immediately cured, and proved 

herself royally gratefuL She began by ennobling ail 

the inhabftants of the little town, making ^ a race of 

gentlemen, from a clan of simple fisher-folk/' Then, as 

the church was not quite finished, she gave the where- 

withal to complète it And finally, it was she who 

conceived the idea of founding a well-appointed hostel 

for the crowds of pilgrims who every year came to 

Traoun-Mériadek, and were obliged, for want of other 

accommodation, to sleep on the open threshing-fioors, 

or in the meadows. 

Over many other gifts I must pass in silence, none 
of them were equal in value to her visit itselC The 
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place could not fail to prosper now ; had it not the most 
glorious of ail names entered in its registers ? The blessed 
Duchessy La Douce des Douces, figured amoi^[ the 
number of its healed i 

In the days of Albert of Morlaix its fortunes pro- 
bably reached their climax. Every twenty-third of June, 
the all-too-narrow valley was crowded by thousands and 
tens of thousands of devotees» who covered the hillsides» 
and spread even to the seashore. So many people wish- 
ing to confess, to communicate, to be directed in the com- 
plicated détails of the rites, which I shall endeavovr 
presently to describe I Even to-day the local dergy 
could not possibly manage it unaided ; how much less 
two hundred years ago ? It was therefore usual for the 
priests of the neighbouring parishes to corne to their 
assistance ; and no doubt the chief reinforcement arrived 
from that hive of monks, Cuburien. And among them, 
surely one of the first to offer himself for the task would 
be that most zealous worshipper of Breton saints and 
holy places, Father Albert Who better qualified than 
he, to préside at thèse solemn assemblies of the Breton 
faithful, he who had devoted his whole life to the recon- 
struction of their history, the unravelment of their 
origins ? It is said that when people caught sight of the 
old man in Morlaix, they would remark to one another, 
'* See, there goes that man who has been to paradise 
and talked to our saints 1 " 

He was just as well known in the country as io the 
town, and as well beloved — ^a rare privilège, for it does 
not appear that in Brittany the religions orders bave 
ever been very popular. The memory of the people has 
not been kind to them, and songs, ballads, and legeoàs 
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hâve alike treated thetn with a spite that has sometimes 
beoome positively ferodous. There are even some ihat 
rank fhe monk among the most terrible of soourges, 
along with leprosy, famine, and plague. Father Albert 
is perhaps the only example who has been quite spared 
by the vindictive peasantry. 

^ Oh, he ? ** said an old spinner of Lannion, when one 
day we were talking of him ; *' there bave never been two 
men of bis kind. I bave heard tell, that once during bis 
lifetime, be made the joumey to beaven, and that ever 
afterwards as be walked about the country, people could 
tell when be was coming by the sweet scent that came 
from bis dothes." 

Ail round about Morlaix, and even further away, no 
great Pardon was ever beld without him. I can picture 
him to myself, climbing the dusty bills in bis brown Fran- 
ciscan gown, bare-beaded beneath the bot sun, to whose 
fête be b going, respectfuUy saluted by ail the pilgrims 
he passes, mingling with them, speaking to them in their 
own tongue, or better still, drawing them out and getting 
them;to talk to him. • • . Then again it is evening ; dusk 
is falling in the green valley. And in the presbytery 
garden, vast as that of some abbey, bidden between 
the bigh green walls of the alleys, the gentle monk, 
who sometimes makes us think of the founder of bis 
order, Francis of Assisi, méditâtes among the sweet 
scent of the boney-suckle on the sermon be is to preach 
at early Mass on the morrow, while overbead great âocks 
of martins wbeel and chatter. Perhaps in the luminous 
dusk of that summer evening, be reads over to Mons. 
Guillaume le Roux of Plougaznou the Ode in Latin 
dlstiches, which in 1605 was published in bis Nugae 
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poeticae. ... Or he tums over his mental MS. re- 
specting that '* noble and discreet Yves Legrand — ' 
perhaps one of his own ancestors, a canon of Léon, 
and almoner of Duke Francis the second — whose 
memoirs» half eaten by worms, he has unearthed fîrora 
the great treasure-chests in the sacristy of Saint Jean. 
Then^ just as the light is failing, he strains his cyes 
trying to decipher once more (restoring it hère and 
there with the aid of ** a secret that he possesses ") the 
almost illegible writing of an old, old chart, written 
by a lord of Fen-ar-Prat, in Guimaëc, which, according 
to his opinion, is nothing more nor less than die 
authentic account of the visit of Queen Anne to Saint 
Jean, and the supematural manifestations that oocuned 
during that visit. 

And now that we know his text, let us get as near 
to his pulpit as possible, and listen to his sermon. The 
yelping chorus of beggars has quieted down in die 
graveyard, and a dense crowd fills the nave, spreading 
out through the porch into the open, where it can be 
seen standing motionless and quiet among ihe tombs. 
Let us try for awhile to hâve the same simple faitfa as 
thèse pilgrims, whiie the good Franciscan tells us the 
story of ''The MiradUlous Translation of the Fingcr 
of Saint John the Baptist, from Normandy to Brittany, 
on the first day of August." 
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Y OU must know that after the beheading of the 
great Forerunner, his body was taken away by 
his disciples and buried near the town of Sébaste, where 
his tomb soon became the centre of a number of most 
wonderful miracles. Even in the days of Julian the 
Apostate^ thèse marvels were still so fréquent that their 
report reached the ears of the prince. Furious, he ordered 
the holy relies to be exhumed, bumed, and their ashes 
scattered to the winds of heaven« Nothing loth, the 
Gentiles hastened to obey the command ; but as soon 
as the fire was lighted the rain began to fall, and that so 
heavily, that the fiâmes were quite extinguished. Some 
Christians» who were on the watch, managed to save a 
few of the bones, and put them in a place of safety, 
some entire, others half consumed^ so that afterwards 
they might share them, and spread them about in 
différent parts of the world. 

It would be tedious to foUow each of the relies in its 
wanderingSy though Father Albert does not fail to do so. 
Let us confine our attention to the index finger of the 
right hand, the finger with which Saint John pointed to 
our Saviour, while he uttered the great prophétie words, 
" Behold the Lamb of God I " The people of Malta 
profess to hâve this finger themselves, but Father Albert 
thinks that their word must not be taken too seriously. 
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He says that tbey may very likely possess one of the 
other fingers of the Baptisas right hand, but of the first 
finger there can be no question. Our Bretons would die 
rather than give up their claim to its authenticity. The 
true finger is at Plougaznou, and nowhere else ; evea 
the manner in which it got there proves that ! 

In the commune of Buhulien, on the banks of the 
Léguer, a little chapel slumbers, hushed by the régular 
tick-tack of a mill. There it lies, of no particular style or 
âge, hidden away in one of the most romantic of the 
valleys of Trégor, a rude place of prayer, surrounded 
by fields, whence, on the day of its annual Pardon, the 
Lannion labourers corne to gambol. Ail through the 
rest of the year, it has no other visitors than cowherds 
and one or two pilgrims, who remain faithful to the 
ancient cuit of which it is the centre. Within, just 
above the only altar, stands the figure of a saint dressed 
in the white robe of a maiden, the martyr's palm in her 
hand, and around her feet, a sheaf of fiâmes, that mount 
towards, but never reach her. She is called Tècle, ofi as 
the Bretons say, Tékla. This poor house of prayer îs, 
I believe, the only place in Brittany consecrated to her. 
An unfinished legend tells us something of her story. 

She was a native of Iconium, and one of the first 
converts of Saint PauL Her mother wished her to 
marry, but rather than do so she was willing to soffer 
the most cruel tortures. Condemned to be burned alive, 
she sprang of her own accord into the fire ; but imme- 
diately the fiâmes drew back, refusing to injure her 
body, or to soil her dress. At the same time the rain 
began to fall, extinguishing the fire, to the consternation 
of the executioners. You will notice that the same 
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intervention took place as at the burning of the Baptist's 
body ; can ibis be the reason why Tékla passed after- 
wards for one of those pious people who helped to carry 
bis relies to Western Europe? Albert Legrand gives 
us no belp about ail this ; he is only interested in the 
history of bis own country, and Tékla, foreign saint 
that she was, does not concem him. It is not even 
likely that he ever visited the shady valley of the 
Léguer, where the roof of her little chapel rises, like that 
of a sabotier's hut, from among the tall grasses that 
surround it He tells us with his usual candour, that ail 
he knows of this young girl is, that at some date of 
which he is ignorant, she made a présent to a certain 
town in Normandy of the precious finger. 

One of Father Albert's commentators, Mons. de 
Kerdanety thinks he bas discovered the name of this 
town. According to him, it was the village of Saint 
Jean du Day, in the neighbourhood of Saint Lô. A 
great lord of this district, wherever it was, had in his 
service a Breton of Flougaznou, but we are not told in 
what capacity. As, however, our historian explains 
that it was during the time when the French, led by 
Jeanne d'Arc and Richemont, finished driving the last 
of the English from Normandy, we may présume that 
our Trégorrois (pity it is, as the writer says, that we do 
not know his worthy name) — it is to be presumed, I say, 
that our Trégorrois was engaged to fight the hereditaiy 
foe, the hated Saxon. There were many Breton youths 
who sold themselves, willingly enough, to serve during 
this Hundred Years' War. Even the women, glowing 
with mystic enthusiasm, started forth as upon a crusade. 
The story is still told of the humble devotee, La 
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Pierronnei who, led away by her dreams, set out, chaplet 
in hand, with no other companion than a peasant gîrl, 
and who, if she did not attain to the glorious celebrity of 
** La Puœlle," had at least this in common with her, that 
she obeyed the same call, and died the same death. 

AU this makes it probable that our young man of 
Plougaznou had hired himself out as a soldier. . . . His 
engagement finished, he set forth on his way home. 
He retumed much richer than he started, though with 
a kind of riches that showed how entirely he was a son 
of his country and race. While those soldiers, who had 
been drawn from other parts of France to fight under 
his lord's banner, sought to enrich themselves with spoil, 
as was customary in those days, imagine what was the 
kind of booty this Breton coveted above ail other 
treasure ? . • • The finger of Saint John, do you say ? 
Yes, you hâve guessed right I Every time he attended 
Mass or Vespers in the church (for a Breton is as con- 
scientious about his prayers as his fighting), he could not 
turn away his eyes from the reliquary, in which the 
blessed finger was exposed to view. Not that he ever 
dreamed of stealing it — ^such a sacril^ous idea would 
hâve been horrible to his devout soull '^And yet," 
thought he, sadly, ^ wAat a présent it would be for tûy 
parish church ! '' 

The evening before his departure arrived, and for the 
last time he went to his accustomed place before the 
altar, to say farewell to the holy finger. For a long 
time he remained prostrate, projecting ail the powers of 
his being towards the object he so eamestly desired 
When he rose he was surprised to feel himself quite 
another man ; not only had he ceased to expérience any 
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regret at going away, but a strange activity had taken 
possession of bis limbs, and a mysterious joy exalted 
his heart and mind. He set out with so light a step 
that it was as though he had wings. He scarcely walked, 
he was borne along. The steep roads, wom into deep 
ruts, and still paved hère and there by enormous flag- 
stonesy seemed to meit away beneath his feet, becoming 
soft and pleasant as the carpet before an altar. As he 
passed, the grass on the high bank thrilled as though it 
were alive ; the trees bent down towards him in respectful 
bornage, and their leaves gave forth a rustling of in- 
distinct words, a pious murmuring, like a prayer sung 
in unison ; even the stones moved aside for him. 

At the first village he passed through, on the evening 
of that day, he produced an even stranger phenomenon. 
Ail the bells of ail the steeples began ringing of their 
own accord, though the churches were already closed 
for the night ; and this Breton lad was received with a 
triumphant peal such as had never been heard before ; 
DO, not even at the visit of the archbishop ! The terri- 
fied peasants took it for a call to arms, and when at 
last they fonnd ail the cause of this musical uproar to 
be nothing but a ragged vagabond, with the vacant 
manner of a fool, they stopped him. When questioned, 
he had nothing to say ; besides, how could he, with his 
Plougaznou dialect, understand thèse Normans ? So he 
was accused of sorcery, and thrown into jail, till he 
could be sent up for triai* However, he was in no way 
dismayed, but went peacef uUy to sleep, and dreamed 
that he was seated on the hillside, above Traoun- 
Mériadek, on the spot where, from time immémorial, the 
Tantad, or Sacred Pire has been lighted. When he 
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woke in the morning he looked vainly around for the 
sombre walls of the prison. He found that his dream 
had become reality, and that, in fact, he was seated oo 
the fine, sweet-scented grass of the Breton hillside. Of 
the cell there was no trace. Overhead, in place of the 
stone vaulting, stretched the infinity of the open sky. 
The flaming August sun was just rising from among 
the last mists of dawn ; the rosy drops that night had 
left hanging from the spiders' webs in tihe gorse bushes, 
sparkled like nibies and diamonds, and away in the 
north, the misty mirrors of the sea reflected the délicate 
rainbow hues of the sun's earliest rays. The wanderer 
gave a sigh of relief, for was he not once more in his 
native land? His eyes wandered over the familîar 
objects around him ; thevoices of his fatherland sounded 
in his ears ; while behind its moss-grown enclosure 
murmured a magie fountain, which more than once he 
had consulted about his destiny. Rising towards him 
from the depths of the valley, the bells of Saint Mériadek 
sounded a clear, gay chime. 

He rose and made his way down the steèp descent 
At that time the village consisted of only two or three 
cottages. The wheelwright, the innkeeper, each gave a 
" Grood day " to the traveller, recognizing him as a fellow- 
countryman. Never even turning his head, however, by 
way of answer, he crossed the steps into the churcbyard 
and hastened towards the chapel, where morning service 
was about to begin. A congrégation of faithful women 
had assembled, kneeling, to hear Mass, and our friend 
took his place among tiiem, bowing himself in prayer. 
Suddenly, as he knelt; with folded hands, it seemed to 
him that his right palm opened. No blood flowed, but 
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from the gaping wound something shot forth, flew over 
the rail of the*^choir, and alighted from the epistle side 
on the cloth of the High Altar. At the same moment 
the candies flamed up, though no one had lighted them, 
and in the tower the bells (whose cords were puUed by 
no mortal hands) broke forth triumphantly, sending the 
most superb carillon to the four corners of heaven. 

You can imagine the crowd that gathered in the old 
chapel f Eveiybody came ranning from ail the country 
round about: noble ladies ambling down towards 
Traoun-Mëriadèk on their palfreys ; harvestmeUi though 
it was August, leaving their sickles among the corn, and 
coming; just as they were, in their shirt-sleeves, ail dis- 
ordered by labour. I need scarcely say that among 
them were the relatives of the young Breton. As soon 
as they had embraced him, they cried : ** What is it ail 
about ? Oh, what is it ail about ? ** 

It certainly was ail about that object which had so 
strangely sprung from the arm of the soldier on to the 
altar, and that, as you hâve no doubt guessed, was the 
finger of Saint John I The precious relie had not been 
able to support the idea of being separated from its 
devoted adorer, and, lodged between the skin and the 
flesh without his knowledge, had given the Normans the 
slip, and corne to settle in Brittany ail for love of the 
soldier. 
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OHAPTER IV 

SUCH^ with a few popular additions, is the outlîne of 
the legend of which the pious historian of Morlaix 
has left us a record. How much truth is there in it ail ? 
and are we actually to believe that this lad of Plougazoou 
carried away with him, if not between his skin and flesh» 
perhaps at the bottom of his knapsack, the fruit of his 
pious theft ? This is a very dif&cult question, which I 
certainly cannot undertake to answer 1 It is, however, 
worth notice, that, according to Father Albert, the 
whole afiair happened in the reign of Duke John, the 
fifth of that name ; that this duke fought a great deal 
in Normandy against the English, and that he was 
singularly addicted to religion, never losing an oppor- 
tunity of showering his magnificent bounty upon his 
favourite churches. It was he, who, when a prisoner of 
the Lord of Clisson, vowed, that if he were set at 
liberty, he would make a pilgrimage to Jérusalem ; and 
he, too, who not finding suitable leisure to go himsel( 
sent in his place, ** Un homme notable, et suffisant," with 
instructions to ofTer a gift of a hundred gold florins at 
the holy sepulchre. 

He was no less libéral towards the Breton churches, 
as you may see by referring to the registers of thdr 
treasures. He founded Masses, and gave pious gifts to 
Saint Julian de Vouvantes, to Notre Dame du Méoé, 
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to Notre Dame du Bodoti» and also to Notre Dame de 
BréléveneZy that stands perched so prettily at the top 
of its three hundred stone steps on the green hill by 
Lannion. Was it not he^ also, who built a tomb covered 
with silver in the cathedral of Tréguier, dedicated to 
the memory of Saint Yves ? And who shall tell of the 
princely gifls he lavished on the church of Le Folgoët I 
The clergy of Plougaznou must often hâve envied this 
gilded hand, that rained gifts on every church save 
thdrs. What they coveted was not so much the gifls 
themselves, as the glory of them. It is very hard to 
sec ail other cuits prospering, while one's own church 
iiemains poor, and one's neighbourhood of no account 
DoubtlesSy there was this pilgrimage every twenty-fourth 
of June to the chapel of Saint Mériadek, this Pardon of 
Pire, as it was called. But quite apart from its very 
questionable orthodoxy, the crowd of rough peasants 
who came to it were scarcely likely to give it that Mat 
which would attract the notice of the duke. 

Ah, if only one among the rustics might develop 
into a sainty like that worthy innocent, Salaun, whose 
heavenly visions during the preceding century had made 
the fortune of Notre Dame du Folgoët I 

It is said that a great wish often ends by accom- 
plishing its own object, and we know that in no other 
countiy is the spirit of mysticism so strong as in Brit- 
tany, Legend comes about quite easily and naturally, 
and that of the finger of Saint Jean, bom under the 
shady branches of Traoun-Mériadek, soon spread its 
\mgs and flew away, on the lips of men, to the ears of 
Ouke John the fifth himself, He had in his court a 
certain Mériadek Guicaznou, whose name reveals his 
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birthpiace, who was not behindhand in telling his mastcf 
of the wonderful miracle that had taken place in hè 
native village. It was a clever and charming story, jost 
the thing to please the popular imagination. But for 
the duke himsdf it must hâve had a spécial interesi, 
and that for two reasons. First, because this conqoest 
of the relie had been effected by one of his own inen*at- 
arms; and also because the finger had belonged to 
Saint John, his spécial patron. So that, even if^ as 
that stem Bénédictine Dom Lobineau would hâve os 
believe, the legend was invented from first to last,it 
was, at ail events, sure to bring about the happiest of 
good fortune, for Plougaznou. 

And, in fact, from that day forward, the rustic 
solitude of Traoun-Mériadek was glorified and cde- 
brated. Ducal favour was extended towards it, shown 
first by moderate offerîngs, such as a silver reliquaiy to 
contain the predous finger. Then foUowed large sums 
of money, to permit of the érection of a nave capable of 
holding the multitude of gentlefolks, who, as soon as 
the prince had taken this corner of the earth under his 
mighty protection, came riding toward it, by the 
narrow, stony paths trodden hitherto by none bot 
peasants. Less than three years after the date whidi 
Albert Legrand gives, as that of the translation of the 
finger, that is to say, 1540, the foundation stone of the 
présent church was laid; on the site of the old, original 
chapel, and Saint Jean-du-Doigt became one of the 
great pilgrimage shrines of Brittany. 

At the end of the eighteenth century its prest^ 
had not declined. Cambry, who visited it during the 
Directoire, speaks of it in terms which, if somev^t 
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irreverent, as befitted a follower of Voltaire, show none 
the less, that it was still enjoying a great prosperity : 
'' Nothing has been neglected/' says he, *^ that will help 
to strike the imagination of the numberless pilgrims, who 
flock to this place of miracles and enchantments. The 
lanes leading to it are sacred. Hère and there, rudely 
sculptured saints, painted and gilded, stand on the road- 
side beside inns, where heads grow muddled by brandy 
fumes." 

When the Révolution passed away, and the church 
of Saint Jean reopened its doors, the rich treasure was 
intact; not one of the magnificent ornaments was 
missing ; even the monuments had in no way suffered. 
You will search vainly for any trace of those acts of 
barbarism that so sadly left their marks on other 
churches, and it goes withput saying, that the crédit of 
this miracle was given to the precious relie. The folks 
of the village declared that at night they had seen the 
great archangels, flaming sword in hand, fighting before 
the Windows. 

But this was not the only marvel they had to tell. 

It happened in '93, Robespierre's year. As it had 
been proposed by the laity, in default of the usual 
religious services, to celebrate the Tantad, a republican 
of Plougaznou came, in the name of the commissioners 
of the district, to forbid the lighting of the Sacred Fire, 
with a threat that, if the order were disobeyed, the 
guilty persons would hâve to appear before the Revolu- 
tîonaiy Tribunal. The prospect of prison, and possible 
jfuillotine, frightened the boldest. The traditional fire 
\ras not lighted. But at the very hour when it was 
tisual to plunge in the first flaming brahd, a huge fiery 



V 



156 THE LAND OF PARDONS 

glow suddenly spread over the night sky, in the direction 
of Plougaznou ; and such was the violence of the 
fiâmes that their reflection lighted up the distant sea. 
The republican of Plougaznou rushed frantically towards 
the spot It was his farm that was blazing. When he 
reached the height on which it had stood, he found 
nothing but a heap of glowing embers. Of ail his 
many cattle, the finest in the countryside^ not one was 
left ; they had been burned alive in their stables. For 
days afterwards the smoke of their roasted fiesh lay 
over the country like the terrible vapour from some 
great bumt-offering. 

The culprit was sought ever3n¥here, but in vsûn. In 
fact) no one doubted that Saint John himself had 
wrought this vengeance, by means of which he had 
prevented a far more terrible catastrophe. For it is a 
local saying, that if no fire be lighted at the fête of 
Saint Jean-du-Doigt, no sun will be seen through ail the 
succeeding year. 



1 
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OHAPTEE V 

THE Sun 1 It was at the touch of his first rays that 
I opened my eyes on June the twenty-third, 1 898, 
to find myself in the hospitable dwelling of Kersélina. 
And never^ I think, had his light appeared more beautiful 
to me than in this calm, Arcadian scène of wooded hills, 
among which, with supple, sparkling radiance, wound 
the flowing curves of the Morlaix river. It almost 
seemed as though the great orb was conscious that his 
fête was about to be celebrated. He glittered through 
the fine morning mists with a soft, opalescent radiance. 
His kiss ran over the sloping verdure of the hills in a 
silent waterfall of golden spray ; then strewed with gems 
the green sward beside the river ; painted the towing- 
path ail purple; spangled the gravel bank with gold- 
dust ; and finally, spread in long quivering sheets over the 
estuary, whose still, shrouded face suddenly brightened 
and flushed with the coming of the life-blood. • . . 

'' Corne/' cried a friendly voice beneath my window, 
" the Locquénolé boats must be getting under sail." 

Years ago it was usual for pilgrims living near the 
coast to go to the Pardon of Saint John by sea. From 
the havens of Léon and Trégor hundreds of little boats 
would set sail at dawn, bearing whole parishes towards 
the other-time deserted bay of Traoun-Mériadek. Old 
folks of the countryside still tell with enthusiastic regret 
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of thèse nautical processions. At the head of eack 
miniature fleet, like some foreign galley, sailed a neéj 
paintedy splendidly decorated fishing-boat During the 
previous night the women had garlanded it with flowers» 
and sheafs of iris, bunches of hoUyhocks, hydrangeas, and 
sunflowers omamented its bows. The processioaal cross^ 
the heavy silver or golden cross, on which little bells 
hung tinkling, was lashed firmly to the top of the high 
mast. On the white, draped deck was fastened the 
image of the patron saint, for in those da}^ the veiy 
saints themselves went on pilgrimage. If they were 
left behind they would quit their niches, we are told, 
and reach the porch of Saint Jean by some supematural, 
inexplicable route of their own, so the greatest care was 
always taken to bring them« Around the image stood' 
the clergy, the sacristan, the choristers, ail robed, afld ^ 
singing in unison the proper hymn : — 

" Sceptriger vasti moderator orbis. . . .** 

And thus to the sound of singing the sacred boat 
sailed on its way, followed by twenty or thirty humbler 
craft, which in the intervais between the verses took up 
the song like a refrain : — 

<' Nempe divini Digîtum Prophetas. " 



• • 



The voices spread out beneath the resounding sky, 
till a vast gladness seemed to stretch over the sea. . • • 
But to-day thèse sacred pageants are a thing of the 
past, and perhaps it is as well ; they had their riskSi 
In Brittany the weather that promises best is ofteo the 
most treacherous, and ail along the tom coast, brisdiogi 
as it does, with rocks and shreds of islands^ the Chanoel 
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currents hâve a streogth as terrible as invisible. The 
boatmen know it well, and under ordinary circumstances 
are careful enough. But what would you hâve 1 The 
Pardon of Saint Jean-du-Doigt only happens once a 
year. What accident cauld corne oh such a day ? Away 
with everyday précautions 1 It would be an insuit to 
the saint not to put ail one's trust in him I So they 
would hoist the sail gaily, and start off merrily enough. 
The bells rang, canticles floated through the summer 
air, till a pious intoxication (perhaps even another kind 
of excitement ; something less idéal) raised their spirits, 
and made them less watchful. Who dreamed of changes 
in the sky, treacheries in the sea, then ? Suddenly, when 
the boats, crowded with human beings, reached the 
rough waters of the open sea, they would be found 
heavy to steer, tiring, almost unmanageable. If even 
a pufT of wind caught them abeam there was a possi- 
bility of disaster, even in the finest weather; and if 
instead of a puff a storm sprang up, one of those sudden 
June storms that break forth as soon as conceived, 
sweeping the sea like a round of grape-shot, then the 
catastrophe would be inévitable ; boat and passengers 
would disappear for ever i 

The fasts preceding the Pardon of Saint Jean hâve 
often been overshadowed by such disasters, but I need 
scarcely say that every one has done their best to make 
a follet of them. There is not one inscription to be 
found in the graveyard of Traoun-Mériadek recording 
the numbers or dates of such losses. The chapels of 
Paimpol contain many short inscriptions commemora- 
tive of fishing-boats swallowed up among the fiords of 
Iceland^ but of thèse wrecks, nothing ! No mention of 



160 THE LAND OF PARDONS 

the many pilgrims engulfed, no word to appease thdr 
spirits! You must not oonclude, however, that their 
memory has entirely perished. The people's muse has 
show herself pitiful towards some of theaii and has 
embalmed them with her tears. 

I spent several years of my childhood at the Httle 
town of PloumilliaUy near Lanniom There at regular 
intervais a very curions individual wouid appear, whom 
our world of boys always hailed with the greatest 
delight He was called Nonnic Plougaznou. Plougaznou 
because, I suppose, he came from that part of the 
country ; Nonnic (diminutive of Yves, or Yvon) because, 
despite his advanced âge, he had remained, physically 
and mentally, a poor little scrap of a créature. He was, 
in fact, a tiny old man, scarcely taller than ourselves, 
though we were ail small boys, who had not made our 
first communion. Had it not been for his figure^ his 
proportions, above ail, for his grey hair, any one might 
well hâve taken him for a child, as we led him along in 
our midst, with his round, beardless face, soft wrinkles, 
more like roUs of fat, mouth always laughing at nothing 
particular, and eyes clear and limpid as a stream-— eyes 
whose truthfulness had never been shadowed. It was a 
strange riddle of a face — that of an infant sexagenarian, 
an aged cherub. And as for his soûl, nothing could 
equal its sweet simplicityl He called himsel^ as he 
believed himself, the son of a king, and in order that 
his dress might correspond with his birth, he made it a 
rule never to wear clothes like those of any one else. 
And, certainly, the strangeness of his costume did give 
him a certain resemblance to the scion of some oegio 
monarch. He had, moreover, ail the passion of the savage 
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for civilized tinsel, and people used to flatter this inno- 
cent taste by putting aside ail kinds of out-of-date and 
extravagant garments for him, in which he would proudly 
appear. I hâve seen Nonnik Plougaznou arrayed in 
sky-blue coats, dating back to the time of the Révolu- 
tion ; hussars' waistcoats that must hâve been through 
the battlefields of the empire ; red shirts that had been 
wom by the followers of Garibaldi, and reached that far 
Western land through, who shall say, what adventures I 
There was only one article of his costume that never 
varied — his high hat, green with rain, burned by the 
^^> f^ged and bruised, a melancholy, crumbling min, 
encircled with a crown of artiiicial flowers. This crown 
was to Nonnik the emblem of his royalty, and he would 
hâve died sooner than allow any one to touch it. 

He had the sunniest of tempers. True, he would 
raise his stick when our merry band pressed too closely 
around him, but only with the same air with which 
he might hâve shown us his sceptre, had he had one. 
There was not one among us who would ever hâve been 
in the least disrespectful to him, for idiots are sacred in 
Brittany. Besides, in ofTending him, we might hâve 
deprived ourselves of one of our greatest treats — ^that 
of hearing him sing. He sang as sweetly as any night- 
ingale, did this fantastic, witless wanderer, in his incon- 
Snious plumage. It was on the stone steps of the 
i^raveyard that he would seat himself when he came to 
Ploumilliau. There, taking off one of his sabots, he 
would rest it against his shoulder as though it had been 
& violin, and with his raised right hand play on the 
absent strings with an imaginary bow. No doubt at 
Us call from the depths of that rough wood came a 
If 
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music of silence, of which he only was conscious. He 
was no longer the same man. His slightly bent face 
was transfigured ; a passionate fervour lighted his eyes ; 
the rather foolish smile on his lips grew suddenly into 
something mysterious and haunting. Standing tbere 
before him, we enjoyed a silent share of his ecstasy, 
knowing that it was his usual prélude. At last, with the 
gentle murmur of flowing water, his voice, quite a young 
voice, fresh and pure as a fountain, would corne flowing 
forth. I do not hesitate to say that no such voice now 
exists in Brittany. How I wish that Nonnik had been 
alive when Mons. Bourgault Ducoudray undertook the 
task of gathering together the Breton songs. I know 
that the master would hâve said he was the direct 
inheritor of one of those Armorican or Welsh harpists, 
who held so powerful a position in the Europe of the 
Middie Ages. He had the natural gift of song, and as 
for us, he held us spellbound 

It was not that he had a particularly large répertoirL 
Nonnik was ignorant of any worid outside the neig^- 
bourhood of Plougaznou and Saint Jean-du-Doigt This 
corner of the earth, the first he had seen» remained 
shining as the only light, the only familiar landmark, in 
the confused night of his intellect Was not his faiiy 
palace there, among the turreted rocks of the Château 
de Primel? To make known the legends of that 
country was to him like singing the glory of his own 
family, and to it he devoted himself with ail the fervour 
of a high priest. But his great triumph was a certain 
gwirZt the Lament of Matélina Troadek. Into it he 
would put such pathos and melancholy, that positively 
he wounded our very soûls. 
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The event recorded by this lapent occurred in the 
second half of the seventeenth century, during the life- 
time of I^ocmaria, Lord of Guerrande, a friend of 
Madame de Sévigné. By h!s Breton vassals he was 
called *' Markis Brun," The Red Marquis, not so much 
from the colour of his hair, as because it was wise to 
keep clear of him» as from a wolf. Above ail was he 
dangerous to women ; their virtue had no worse enemy. 
Those who did not yield willingly to hlm he took by 
force. As soon as it was known that he was back on 
his estate, the alarm spread from neighbour to neigh- 
bour. ^'The beast is loose/' they would say ; ''shut up 
your hens/' Well, pretty Matélina Troadek was not 
shut up in time, for the ballad relates in covert lan- 
guage, that, ''although only a simple peasant girl, 
she has gîven birth to the son of a marquis." A sad 
honour, alas I for which her parents forced her to pay 
dearly. They had no notion of working their arms ofT 
in order to feed the son of a rich man I 

It was the season of the Pire Pardon ; ail the boats 
Would soon be sailing westward to Saint Jean. Loc- 
maria would be sure to go to this festival — ^the finest in 
ail the country. « Well,** said they, « Matélina shall go 
there herself, and take the opportunity of publicly pre- 
senting the marquis with his son." • . . 

The ballad represents the poor young girl as refusing ; 
praying, is not her shame enough without this scandai ? 
Aud then, too, she is haunted by terrible fears — 

" My father, my mother, if you love me, 
Yoa will not send me to the Pardon df Saint Jean ! 
A voice in my heart keeps telling me, 
That if I go upon the sea, I shall be drowned I ^ 
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But neither father nor mother show any pity, and 
the poor child is forced to deck herself in her holiday 
attire. As she puts on each garment, her white dress, 
her yellow satin apron, she thinks that she is dressing 
herself in her winding-sheet ; and as she sets foot in the 
boat, she feels that it is to her death she is going. 

'' Matélina Troadek said, 
As the barque heeled over on one side, 
'Tell your beads, every one of you, 
While I say Vespers.' »» 

And the ballad goes on to tell us that she had 
scarcely finished the first verse when tl^e catastrophe 
came. Just as she was disappearing, she remembered 
that Saint Maturin, her patron^ was master of the wind 
and the water. To him, therefore, she recommended 
her child, pra}âng the good saint to bear him safe and 
Sound to land. And we are told that her prayer was 
answered, for that same evening a child, bound to a 
plank, was cast ashore on the beach of Traoun-Mériadek, 
a child — 

'^ Dressed in a gown of white satin 
That showed him to be the son of a marquis.* 

As to Matélina herself, when they found her body, 
she was lying eighteen fathoms deep beneath the water, 
with a branch of green seaweed in her hand. 

^'Why a branch of green seaweed?" we alwaj^ 
asked Nonnik. 

** As her palm of martjrrdom," he would answer, his 
eyes raised heavenward, as though beholding on higfa 
the pale, sweet phantom of the dead girl. 
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CHAPTER^iVI 

WELLy thèse dangerous sea pilgrimages hâve ail 
but ceased. They now exist only in two or 
three parishes^ of which Locquénolé is one; one can 
fonn some idea of the great processions -of former days 
firom seeing its pilgrims set saiL 

Through the wood we hâve passed downward to 
the end of the estuary» where the little port nestles 
beneath its green canopy. Locquénolé lies upon the 
Léon shore ; but stem Léon dies hère, giving place to 
the softness and langour of Trégon The différence is 
as noticeable in the race as in the soiL One is im- 
mediately conscious of a gayer and more poetic nature. 

The boats are just casting off as we arrive. Their 
many-colonred flags flutter in the breeze like a cloud 
of captive butterflies. The seats are crowded with 
girls and young men, and from end to end of each 
boat the fringes of shawls are hanging almost to the 
water. Merrily from boat to boat they call one to 
another — 

** Take care, Anais, you will spoil your fringe I " 

And laughter cornes bubbling forth, to fly gaily 
away. There seems good reason for the proverb that 
speaks of the happy temper of the girls of Locquénolé. 
They go to the Pardon as though it were some merry- 
making made up of sea and love. Some of them try 
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tnerrily to help the rowers» the sails not being hoisted 
till they reach the open sea« As the last party goes oa 
board, the man at the barrier calls to us — 

" Are not you going too ? " 

And when we reply that we prefer to go by road— 
'* So much the worse," says he ; " îf you were to go wîth 
the young ladies of my parish, you would be doubly 
blessed/' And the young ladies call out in feîgned dis- 
pleasure, while jokes corne raining down, and pretty 
shouts of laughter. Now, barque after barque, the little 
flotilla enters the veined région of the currents. Théo 
suddenly there is a solemn silence ; only the grinding 
of puUeys, the crackling of spreading sails. The fun is 
over, the real business of the crossing about to begin. 
In the centre of the bay crouches the rigid form of the 
stone of the Bull, spreading his black shadow over the 
glistening waters. There are as many sad memories 
connected with this rock as there are black cormorants 
perched upon it The sight is a stem reminder, sufficient 
to sober the most thoughtless. Sailors begin to look to 
the sheets, and the girls, but a moment ago so full of 
nonsense, hâve nothing on their lips now, save canticles. 
The rhythm of their voices keeps time with the move- 
ment of the boats, and the sound spreads out behind 
them, widening with the eddy of their wake. 

We hâve retumed by the other bank to the heights 
of Kersélina, but still we hear the écho of their distant 
singing, answered from ail the country round by the 
scattered tinkling of the Angélus, falling in a shower of 
dear, distinct sounds through the momîng ain For a 
distance of three leagues there is not a church towtr 
but feels called upon to celebrate the Pardon of Saint 
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Jean-du-Doigt, just as though it were its own feast. 
Thus was it that the carillons of former days rang ont at 
the passing of theiwonderful^soldier. And what could be 
sweeter than this airy music, floating over the sun-bathed 
countiy ? The pilgrims recognize each différent chime, 
and understand its meaning. '' This way I " says one« 
*" Make haste 1 " exclaims another. *^ It is time the young 
men were at Saint Jean/' mutters a third ; and little by 
little, from the depths of the country, a heavy murmuring 
begins to anse, a sound of footsteps and prayers. There 
is a universal upheaval, and ail the country begins to 
move in one direction, attracted as though by a magnet 
Even we give way to the feeling, in spite of ourselves 
and start in the great beat much earlier than we in- 
tendedi It is not safe to breathe the contagion of thèse 
religions fevers. 

The driver of our carnage is a man from Plouvom, 
a Léonard, very respectable and prosaic. But the very 
idea that he is on his way to Traoun is enough to 
awaken within him a strange, artless feeling of ten- 
demess» 

" I hâve not seen Saint Jean since the year I drew 
my lot," says he, in Breton. " There were thirteen of 
us conscripts, who made a vow that we would go there 
barefoot if we drew a good number ; and there were 
thirteen of us when we set out We walked ail night 
witbout speaking a single word, or even tuming our 
heads. TÎie floating meadow-mists went before us, as 
though to show us the way« I never felt so glad to be 
alive as during that night No one was tired, for the 
earth and sky gave forth a sweet scent that refreshed 
our limbs like an unguent" . • . 
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And he half closed hts eyes, that he might breathe 
once more the mystical odour of the night that was 
the one poem of his life. . • • 

And now the rich verdure that festoons both sides 
of the Valley of Morlaix is sinking away behind us, while 
opposite, toward the north, the long seaboard plains of 
Trégor stretch their sober Unes. One last, deep chasm 
lies between us and them, the strangely silent, savage 
gorge of the Dourdû. The sea we scarcely thought to 
hâve seen again before reaching the coast, hère makes 
a sudden and most unexpected reappearance. For this 
is indeed the sea, this beautiful clear green water that 
we crosSy as it flows between banks flowery with 
broom, or bordered by alders, like some siren who has 
lost herself among the hills and dales. The descent 
into the apex of this funnel-like valley is so suddeo, 
that it is not surprising it has been the cause of many 
fatal accidents, commemorated by crosses, hère and 
there, as in a Street of Tombs, and by a marble slab 
built into a gable of the inn. 

For there is an inn on the borders of this région, at 
whose door our carriage stops of its own accord. How 
many times hâve we not been there in this summer of 
1898 1 It bears as its sign, ''A la bonne Rencontre," 
and in future will be known as one of the spots sacred 
in the annals of Breton literature. There the Armorican 
drama was one day reborn ; there in the old grey house, 
serving both as inn and village bakehouse, Thomas 
Park, commonly called Parkik, conceived the bold pro- 
ject of restoringour mystery plays, with ail their ancient 
glory. There he gathered around him the first wiUiog 
companions of his toilsome undertaking. There, during 
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the leisure hours of several winters, he fed them with 
his teaching and roused them by his enthusiasm, and 
from thence one day he will assuredly lead them forth 
to the conquest of souIs. . . • 

He had been expecting us ail the moming, and 
ran out in his working clothes, face and hands white 
with flour. He had just finished a baking, and the hot 
loaves were steaming on the floor of beaten earth, 
while over them leant the peasant women, each trying 
to identify her own, by the spécial mark she had put 
upon it 

** I am afraid I am rather late in starting for Saint 
Jean," said ^Parkik. However, when we offered to 
take him with us in our carriage, he refused gently, 
glandng towards a very young girl, busy picking out 
herloaf ; and added, with a hesitating, bashful mànner — 
" You see, I am already engaged." 

So evidently there is some secret understanding 
between them, is there ? Well, if he does not confide 
in us, no doubt it is because he is waiting for the Pardon 
of Saint Jean to consecrate his betrothal, according to 
ancient custom. For, to make an engagement binding, 
the couple must hâve drunk together from the sacred 
fountains, and hâve put their "Herbe d'Amour" to 
the test of the Tantad. The nearer we approach 
Plougaznou, the more of thèse rustic couples do we come 
across, walking side by side, in the scanty shadow of the 
high banks, topped by great gilded boughs of gorse. 
As is usual under such circumstances, the man carries 
the girl's umbrella, point upward, while, in a dream, 
she walks along, smiling vaguely, with lowered eyelids. 
It would be vain to ask what they are talking about. 
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for there is no word audible. In Breton love languag< 
" they speak in their hearts alone." 

Indeed, the greater number of the pilgrims whom 
we overtake on the road, on foot or in char-à-bancs» are 
silent The extrême heat of the day has no doubt 
something to do with this. Over the buming ground 
lies an atmosphère of fire, and even the dust of the road 
glitters like live coals. The black seed-*pods'of the broom 
burst with little fiery cracklings, and as we near the 
coast the country becomes quite bare, like a great 
naked steppe. Not a patch of green on which to rest 
the eyesy nothing to give relief from the glare. Hère 
and there at rare intervais a thin group of pines, beariog 
at the end of their ruddy branches, plumes, unsubstantial 
as smoke^'^that seem ready to take wing and fly away. 
The golden tints of the moorland are ail a-glitter, and 
brown pools shine like molten copper. It is a wild 
orgy of light Very few houses in this district, only 
one or two old stone cottages, and mud hovels that add 
but another note to the universal buming, for it is the 
custom to repaint them in honour of the Tantad. Al! 
the preceding week, whitewashers* carts hâve been 
about the neighbourhood, and lime has flowed plenti- 
fuUy from brimming buckets. It has covered the walls, 
the chimneys, even the slates and thatching of the roofs^ 
and the newly dressed cottages glitter hard and white 

Happily for the pilgrims there are andent chapels 
hère and there, offering delightful shade, damp and cooL 
AU the rest of the year they lie dosed like tombs^ but 
during the pilgrimage season are left open ni|^t and 
day. Cr}rpts they are in the half*light, the moss of 
âges creeping along their green walls, and water plants 
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trembling în the old stone bénitiers. We entered one 

of thèse chapels^in passing. • • . It had been built 

on the ruins of a Templar's church, near the village of 

Keimouster. When at last our eyes grew accustomed 

to the faint light that fell from the loop-hole Windows, 

we saw tall, half-naked men, with their trousers tumed 

half up their legs» sleeping on the flag-stones, their heads 

pillowed on their folded vests. By their thin bony faces, 

their aquiline, bird-like noses, and the strange cap they 

wear, ît îs easy to recognize them as " Paganiz " — rade 

fisher-folk from Guissény or Aber-vrac'h, descendants 

of the old wreckers. They must hâve started yesterday, 

thèse men, and hâve travelled ail night, guided by the 

stars, from the farthest bounds of Léon: But indeed, 

to thèse beach-wanderers, such a jouraey !s mère child's 

play. Besîdes, what would they not go through for the 

sake of Saint Jean 1 They will tell you that their fathers 

used to pray aller this manner — 

"Jean of Plougaznou, by the power of thy finger 
sharpen our eyes. Give us the sight of cormorants, 
to watch through the shadows of sea and night, so that 
from afar we may notice the coming of a wreck, and 
from further still the approach of the ' Maltôtier.' '' 
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CHAPTER VII 

ACROSS-ROAD, where the routes break away from 
each other, one proceeding straight to Plougaznou, 
whose Itttle town and clock-tower stand out against the 
sky on the top of a great bare ridge, behind which might 
lie the end of ail things, the yawning gulf of immensity. 

As to the other road, no one can doubt for a moment 
as to its destination. At its point of starting is a calvaiy, 
serving also the purpose of a sign-post To the upright 
of this cross has been nailed an arm taken from some 
wom-out crucifix, and its meaning is so unmistakable 
that the blind themselves can read it as plainly as those 
who can see. 

There are l^ons of the blind at this fête of Light* 
Many corne to make money by the exhibition of tbeir 
sightless eyesy and possibly, some among them are not 
so hopelessly afflicted as they seem. B^ging, which 
for so many âges was a kind of priesthood in Brittanyï 
is gradually becoming a trade, and is not without its 
rogues. But, besides thèse people, there are numbers 
who are drawn thither by the wonderful curative réputa- 
tion of the Tantad. Why should not the sacred fiie 
once again work the miracle it has so often performed in 
the past ? Such is the thought read on more than one 
eager face, whose eyes are pathetically closed. Some 
are crying aloud with a strange intense fervour, like this 
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Master Sabotier from the Bois de la Nuit, whom we 
corne across just as prudence and the quaintness of the 
scène force us to quit our carnage, and, on foot among 
the crowd, make our way down the exquisite wiid slope 
to Traoun-Mériadek. 

Strong and tall as the beech trees of his native 
forest, the old man walks with an impatient jerky stride, 
leaning one hand on the shoulder of a young giri, above 
whom he towers by more than a head. The sight of 
them calls up classic memories. Is it not a Breton 
Œdipus, led by some rustic Antigone ? Now and again 
they exchange a brief word or two, always the same. 

Œdipus asks, in an eager voice — 
^ " Do you begin to see it ? '* 

And Antigone, shading her eyes with her hand, makes 
answer — 

« No, father, not yet I " 

Suddenly she stops, and exdaims — 

"Ah,thereitisl" 

" It " is the gilt cock on the summit of the spire of 
Saint Jean, that bas just made its appearance, shining in 
the sun between two waves of verdure in the bend of the 
Valley. The blind man has gone down upon his knees 
with so sudden a movement that for a moment we think 
he has fallen. La}ring his open palms flat on the dusty 
road, he cries — 

^Land of Saint Jean, I embrace thee. . • . My 
eyesl give me back my eyesl Send me not away 
again without having beheld thee I " 

I hear some one murmuring, ^' Ah, I hâve seen him 
before. He came last year. • . • It is the man who was 
blinded by lightnîng." . . . 
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Aye, and he will corne again next year, and every 
yèar, so long as he has strength to make the journey. 
His legs will give way sooner than his patience. Like ail 
his fatalistic ra:ce, his résignation is founded on infinité 
hope. . • * And think of the marvellous picture which 
he and his fellows must bear in their hearts of this 
'' Land of Saint Jean/* this realm of Fire and Light, 
toward which they are led by ail the passion of their 
désire. There, indeed, she lies, spreading her semicirde 
of charms at our feet ; after the broad, hot plains 
through which we hâve corne, what an oasis I how 
fresh, how smiling, how restful I A horseshoe of rocky 
hills, ending in promontories, encircles a deep vaUqr, 
exquisitely wooded. Ail the greens mingle their tints 
together, from the lightest and most ethereal to the 
richest and darkest In the distance appears the sea, 
lying high up against the sky, from which it would 
be indistinguishable, save for the sparkle of its blue 
waters. 

Between the two points of Plougaznou and Guimaëc 
the valley lies as though in an immense goblet, wrought 
with marvellous skill, and encrusted with jerns, the 
amethyst of the heath, the topaz of the gorse. . . . 

One of the spécial charms of Traoun-Mériadek is 
this union of sylvan grâce with océan splendour. But 
still more striking, especially on the buming threshold 
of summer, is the lavish abundance of living water. You 
feel it in the very air long before you see it The springs 
are bubbling everywhere, falling in pearly drops, flowing 
in silent streams. It seems only necessary to press the 
ground with the foot to bring the water flowing from 
every pore. Ah, indeed, we are hère in the r^on of 
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the Naiads, and we pass along bathed, enfolded by their 
damp, cool breath. At every step a spring anses, hère 
drowsiog motionless beneath a coverlet of duckweed, 
there feeding a tufted cress-bed, in the midst of which 
an ancient Gallo-Roman cross moulders away. Hère 
again is one that, escaping slyly from the runnel by 
the roadside, meanders over the path, wearing and 
destroying it, to the despair of the roadmaker. A 
fourth . . • but it would be a mère absurdity to attempt 
to describe them alL There is a local sa3nng that 
déclares there are more fountains at Saint Jean-du- 
Doigt than soûls in paradise I 

Once upon a time ail thèse Naiads had their temples, 
each Itttle fountain its shrine of sculptured stone» and 
still there are remains of some of them. One especially 
is very beautifuL This fountain rises in the churchyard, 
and for this reason no doubt is held in especial honour. 
So a monument worthy of its particular sanctity has 
been erected over it, and it is no small surprise to the 
traveller to find one of the most exquisite spécimens of 
Renaissance art hidden away in this little village grave- 
yard in the depths of a forgotten valley. The unknown 
sculptor, who could bring this graceful, living métal 
flover from out its rough bronze covering, must hâve 
been a master of his art Three cups rise one above 
anather holding the water, that is ever overflowing and 
falling. In the neighbourhood it is called Feunteun* 
Ar-Bis, the Fountain of the Finger, or sometimes, The 
Mother Fountain, A Vamm-Vommen. An old pilgrim 
to whom I talked on the way down told me the following 
legend about it : — 

^When the young soldier, still bearing the relie 
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beneath bis skin, found himself in bis native parish, he 
bastened to wasb at tbis fountain, so tbat be migbt rid 
bis face and bands of tbe Norman dust before assisting 
at tbe Mass. No sooner, bowever, bad be plunged bis 
arms in tbe basin tban tbe water began to boil, as 
tbougb beated by a great fire. It was tbe power of the 
Holy Finger passing tbroug^ iti Ever since tben it 
bas been blessed ; but to make assurance doubly sure, 
every year, after tbe Tantad, tbe clergy place tbe 
relie in tbe fountain, and tbey say tbat tbe water steams 
as tbougb a red-bot iron toucbed it I But its bealing 
property is really everlasting ; no sickness is tbere wbich 
it will not cure, and so every one begins and ends the 
Pardon at tbe fountain. Look wbat a crowd tbere is 
already around tbe basin I " 

Tbe village is still balf bidden by trees ; but tbrougb 
a gap we can see a corner of tbe cburcbyard, and the 
glitter of falling water sparkles above a swarm of bumaa 
beings, wbo are only to be distinguisbed from ooe 
anotber by tbeir wbite caps, black bats, and numberless 
arms stretcbed out in invocation. . . . Tbe damp scent 
of moss grows stronger, more penetrating, mingled 
witb a faint, intoxicating perfume of gorse, while now 
and then a puflf of sea-breeze tells of tbe adjacent shore 

And tben, too, tbere are otber scents less romande 
given ofT from tbe outdoor kitcbens ; for in tbe little 
meadows tbat border tbe road at tbe foot of tbe slope, 
tbe innkeepers from Morlaix and Lanmeur bave built 
primitive beartbs from tbe round stones of tbe beach, 
and are kneading dougb, peeling potatoes, tossing crêpes, 
roasting sausages. . . . Bundles of wood bold up the 
saucepans, and one old witcb, witb smoke-dried features, 
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crouching beside a pot she is stirring, cries to us as we 
pass, •* Coffee, my good people, excellent coffee I Only 
two sous a cup I *' 

Then, foUowing the bivouac fires, corne booths, a 
whole Street of them, where, beneath sunburnt awnings, 
glass beads and sparkling tinsel glitten Of the actual 
village houses there is no trace. Beyond ail the finery, 
however, rises a porch, a magnificent triumphal arch, 
stately, solitary as a min, the last grand vestige, it is said, 
of some forgotten civilization. Statues are decaying in 
its niches, and between the disjointed stones grow the 
vîgorous creeping plants that love such old walls ; while 
tivo beggars, dilapidated and ragged as the stonework 
a^ainst which they lean, look like prophets lamenting 
ov^er fallen Nineveh. As a matter of fact, they are 
singing the praises of Sant lann Badézour, for this is 
the entrance to the churchyard, and hère we are at 
Saint Jean ! 
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OHAPTER VIII 

NOW, though the little mystic town seems hidden 
away well enough in its drcle of hills and its 
thick covering of foliage, there will corne ever and aium 
some traveller in search of the unknown — some tourist 
looking for cheap odds-and-ends. So there is an ino 
adomed by the name of a hôtel, one of the pleasantest 
conceivable I And the most delightful thing aboat it, 
especially on the day of the Pardon» is its positioDi 
exactly opposite the church, to which it really forms a 
kind of secular outbuildiûg. Besides this, it has the 
loveliest views, both up the valley and down towards titt 
sea. From my room, on the first floor, I can look 
straight through the arch and the porch into the bine 
dusk of the nave, a-glitter with lighted candies ; can 
watch the movements of the pilgrims in the grave)rard as 
they press toward the sacred fountain ; can follow the soft 
curves of the meadows around the village, right away to 
the rocky headland that shelters Saint Jean from the west 

A mountain path leads up to this steep cliff, winding 
in and out among dwarf oaks, tufts of purple heatter, 
and sumptuous, flaming banks of gorse. 

** Down there/' says my hostess ; ** down there ihe 
procession from Plougaznou will come, with the first 
Sound of the vesper belL You will find it somethiog 
well worth looking at" 
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Just then the bells did break out, and as though it 

had only been waiting for the signal» a great scarlet 

banner, spangled with gold, rose little by little away on 

the height, then ail at once filled, like the purple sail of 

some fabled galley. Behind, rose a second, a third, and 

still others» their violet velvet or plush» theiremerald 

brocade, moving in time to the marching. When the 

procession began to descend the sunny slope, the effect 

of ail thèse banners, drawn up into a marvellous scale 

of colours, was really very curious, enriched as it was by 

the glory of the sunshine. Young white-robed girls, 

maidens of Trégor, in délicate starched caps, fine and 

transparent, crowded round the foot of each stafT, closely 

foUowing the bearer, holding — I might say clutching — 

the cordSy for at the more exposed points of the descent 

they were almost obliged to hang on to keep the heavy 

hanner upright, and allow the bearer to recover his 

threatened equilibrium. They made me think of a 

certain fairy ship, about which I hâve heard some old 

sea-song, whose ri^ng was composed of silver cords, 

and the crew of young girls. 

And now the watchers, posted in the galleries of 
the high clock-tower, corne running, crying excitedly — 
" Plougaznou I Plougaznou I '' 
A movement can be seen among the crowd in the 
church« It is the procession of Saint Jean making its 
way out, with unfurled banners. Custom has long 
settled that the two processions should meet at the 
boundary between the two parishes. The précise spot is 
an old bridge of scattered boulders at the end of the 
village^ just were the river forms a natural boundary. 
From each side the crosses approach, bowing to one 
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another, giving the kiss ôf peace. Then the banners 
foUow the example of the crosses, bending one towards 
another, so that the sparkling représentations of the 
saints upon them touch. When the turn cornes for the 
great banner of Saint Jean to make its révérence, tfaere 
is a sudden movement of curiosity and anxiety among 
the crowd, for this huge pièce of embroidery is by no 
means easy to manipulate, masterpiece that it is of 
générations of workers in gold thread. It represents 
the Baptism of Our Saviour, and is celebrated ail over 
Brittany, not only on account of its beauty, but for 
its weight It is therefore reckoned as a species of 
Palladium. Its cross beam is as large as a jrard, aod 
its pôle thick as a mast None but the very strongest 
can ever hope to bear Jt, and no honour is more coveted 
throughout ail this portion of Trégon In past âges it 
was eagerly competed for, not a commune or hamlet 
but sent its champion ; for the victor was as renowned 
as the winner of the Olympian games among the Greeks. 
He became the pride of his fellow-countrymen ; they 
spoke of him as more than mortal, as a hero, and the 
poets of the countryside made songs in his praise. 

To-day, outsiders hâve ceased to take part in the 
sacred sport ; but the young men of Saint Jean still 
compete, as did their fathers. For four or fîve months 
before the Pardon they gather every Sunday on the 
threshing-floor of some farm to practise the ^ Épreuve 
de la Perche t " This pôle is very long, shod with ixon 
at its thicker end, and its weight is equal to that of the 
banner. The trial consists in raising it from the ground 
by its thin end, holding it straight aloft, and then walk- 
ing a certain number of times round the yard, over the 
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damp mess and dry brushwood with which the ground 
is covered. It is not uncommon for people to rupture 
some internai organ at thèse exercises. 

''You see," remarked a man, against whom I was 
squeezed ; *^ you see^ there is always the fear of a man 
being killed on this bridge when the great banner is 
lowered. • • . One year I saw the bearer struck stiff ; he 
bmke a blood-vessel in his chest There was not even 
time for the rector to give him the sacrament. But he 
had the funeral of a prince, and on his grave-stone /' 

A great murmur of admiration drowned the voice of 
my companion. Eyes shone, faces brightenedi people 
dug with their elbows, and interjections passed from lip 
to lip. "Hal that little Landouar, what a way he 
bas I "... '< That's what I call a bow ! Not a wrinkle 
on his face ! " . . . "Nor a tremble of the pôle! " . . . 

The hymn that is being sung; and the clashing of 
the bdlsy no doubt prevent thèse fiattering remarks from 
reaching the ears of ''that little Landouar." But in 
any case he would not hear them. He is entirely 
engrossed by his work, his mind tense as his muscles, 
his fingers bent and stiff like yellow gorse-roots» his buU 
neck half sunk between his sinewy, thick-set shoulders, 
his gaze fixed, hypnotized by the great pièce of floating 
silk that spreads above him like a glory, and for one 
never-to-be-forgotten moment makes him positively 
drunk with triumph. 

But he is not at the end of his task. Behind, by 
the arch of the graveyard, other processions are await- 
ing the kiss of peace. Hère come the men of Garlan, 
Lanmeur, Loquirec. AU the parishes between the 
Morlaix river and the Pointe d'Armorique hâve sent 
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their priests and crosses, their brightest banners, and 
most hcdizened Suisses. 

It is an indescribable swarm of butterflies^ a debauch, 
a frenzy of colour. Ah t how far away it seems» that 
everyday Brittany we ail know so well» the dead grey 
Brittany of the verse-makers and writers 1 Hère evety- 
thing is glittering, respiendent, flaming. The fiery 
breath seems to hâve melted sky and océan into onc^ 
and even the air gives forth a wann, quickening breath. 
The scent of grass and fountains, who shall describe! 
Truly a God-Iike prodigality pervades ail thîngs, and 
one can but be conscious every moment of the mysteri- 
ous, fertilizingy life-giving powers of Nature. And now 
the moment is approaching when the great Sun, before 
commendng his descent, casts ail the véhémence of his 
broad rays on the hillside that has ever been devotedto 
his worship. 

It rises, this hill, on the east of the village ; indeed, 
the last houses clamber up its sides. A road between 
two high banks leads straight up to it, and the ^Uns 
are topped by oaks^ many a century old, whose de- 
formed branches give them a resemblance to a band of 
monstrous b^gars. The ground is wom away under- 
foot as though it were the dry bed of a torrent, and in 
fact a torrent of men and women is streaming up ît, 
toward the hdght. They press forward, they shoulder 
each other ; each wishes to be the first to rea<^ the Tan- 
tad. Halfway up I came across the blind man of the 
Bois de la Nuit, but his daughter is no longer leadiflg 
him ; it is he who is dragging her forward. He dimbs 
upward, with his strange^ sleep-walker's gait» flinging 
himself against people, stumbling over stones, his grand 
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pathetic head rising above the human stream like that 
of some wild, sightless Titan. 

" There, there, cousin," saîd I, in the speech of hîs 
district, and usîng the form of address the sabotier 
loves ; " why are you in such a hurry ? Do you know 
that your poor daughter is quite wom out ? " 

** Oh, she can rest when she gets to the top/' said 
hc. " I Mitf/ get a good place at the Tantad 1 " 

And then, in his pathetic voic^ he added, *• It was 
my own fault I was not cured last year ; I ought to hâve 
gone nearer to the fire. This time I must be able to 
touch it, to feel its heat in the very depths of my 
eyeballs 1 " 

And excited at the expectation, or rather at the 
certaînty of the coming miracle, he hurled hîmself still 
more vîolently against the sacred hillside, longing to 
reach that summit, that Breton Horeb, so soon to be 
crowned by its flaming Bush I 
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OHAPTER IX 

THREE tracks meet at the summit, forming one of 
those triangular spots, which, like the pagan 
Trivia, pass for holy ground in Brittany ! The remains 
of old paving show that one of the many Roman roads 
leading from Carhaix to the sea branched off at this 
point. Latin and Gaulish divinities must hâve frater- 
nized on thèse heights, and much of their spirit stiU 
lingers in the light, the air^ the smile of the waves, the 
fields of flowering black corn, and tall, shivering lye. 
Christianity has only multiplied the symbols, she has 
never been able to destroy the worship. Thus the 
calvary, that has been planted in the centre of the space, 
has stones at its base that hâve been taken from the 
ancient road, stones that were quarried by Roman 
soldiers. And beside it lies the old basin of a fountam. 
Yes, of another fountain, where the original divoftne 
StiU officiâtes over extremely unorthodox cérémonies, 
under the placid eyes of a much-begarlanded figure of 
Saint John. But the most extraordinary survival of the 
old human cuit is the pyramid of the Tantad itsdfl 
It rises in an enormous stack, like the pyre of some 
Homeric chief, dominating the whole countryside, and 
quite overwhelming the calvary with its shadow. Every 
** Fire " in the commune has contributed its branch of 
gorse towards the great pile. AU day yesterday meo 
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stacked and built it, and in the evening the women 
arrived to perfect the work. They came in a band» to 
hang it with ribbons and green wreaths, to dress it with 
roses and poppies, lending an air of smiling beauty to 
its heavy, prickly form. And then, when ail was finished, 
they hung across the valley the rope that from time 
immémorial has united the Tantad with the church 
steeple. If you inquire as to the use of this rope, the 
natives will give you the somewhat Sibylline answer — 
" It is the way by which the Dragon comes." 

At the time when Cambry wrote. Saint Jean, like 
those other places devoted to iSMtfête of the solstice, did 
not light its Tantad till after nightfall. In fact, the 
ceremony was postponed till it was perfectly dark. 
Then suddenly, at the call of the Veni Creator, sung by 
the priests, an archangel, glittering with fiâmes and fire- 
works, pierced the shadows, fiew straight to the pile, lit 
it, and after having fanned it with his wide-spread 
wings, vanished into the darkness. Of course, there 
were many who were not deceived by the performance, 
but the strangeness of the night scène left a distinct 
impression on the most sceptical mind. Besides, think 
of the many pilgrims there were in Brittany in the 
eighteenth century who knew nothing whatever of fire- 
works ! Think of the astonishment and fright of thèse 
poor soûls, the greater number of whom were as 
ignorant as the Russian Moujik, who sees the Holy 
Ghost come down in a shower of buming tow on Easter 
Day. They had no idea that they were assisting at a 
religious show ; to them it was a miraculous phenomenon. 
And of course they were more likely to believe in the 
supematural origin of the angel when the darkness 
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prevented tfaem seeing the means by which he was 
brought to them. What frantic dances there were arouod 
the Tantad ! and afterward, what mad homegoings under 
the warm June sky» glittering with stars t Many people 
never went home at ail, but ran about the shore or the 
country ail night, pursuing each other with wild cries of 
** lou I lou I " and flaming brands I 

I fancy it must hâve been in order to put an end to 
thèse veiy disorderly disturbances, in which the very 
women themselves took pleasure» that the authorities 
dedded to hold the Tantad in daylight, immediately 
after Vespers. And this soon resulted in the suppression 
of the angel. He no longer had any excuse. The 
manner of his appearance became nothing but a vulgar 
trick» liable to make people laugh, for even the most 
ignorant could not fail to notice the strings that worked 
him* So they hid him away in some loft» and sub- 
stituted a large rocket, and it is this that the people 
call the Dragon. 

" If you are looking for a place to stand, the best 
are on this side/' says a well-known voice behind me, 
and there are Parkik and his sweetheart. They hâve 
côme straight to the Tantad ; in fact, I am afraid they 
hâve corne for that only. And it is the same with large 
numbers of the pilgrims, for there are crowds who hâve 
hastened to the hill without ever going to Vespers at alL 
It is not only the road that is fuU of people, the banks 
on either side, the fields themselves, are darkening, 
furrow after furrow, before the growing flood of heavy 
black haXs, relieved by the women's caps, délicate as 
foam. The neighbouring farmers are trying vainly to 
protect their crops. 



THE PARDON OF FIEE 187 

** Spare the corn, at ail events 1 '' cries one lamentable 
voice. 

''Bahl Saint John will soon make ail that up to 
you," cornes the retort 

And you must remember that as a nile thèse wild 
com-tramplers hold it a sacrilège to tread on one ear. 
'^ Be respectful towards the corn that makes thy bread ; 
treat it as though it were thy mothert'r.says a Breton 
proverb. But who pBys any attention to proverbs on 
the day of the Tantad? . • . 

''Besides/' says Parkik, ''thèse peasants are not 
really as troubled as they seem. They were not bom 
this moming. When they sowed in the autumn, they 
must hâve known that the corn would not be ripe by 
now. Therefore, as they did sow, they must hâve done 
it to please themselves. . . • There are certain losses 
that tum out to be gains. Barley, wheat, rye, that is 
ail Lôd an Tân, an ofTering to the Fire, and they know 
well enough that what is offered to the fire, the iire 
pays back a hundred-fold I " 

'^Then I suppose you mean that thèse farmers 
would be still more aggrieved if the Tantad worshippers 
gave them no reason for complaint ? " 

^ Just so, and the proof is in the fact that they are 
among the most prospérons farmers in the whole 
district" 

It is évident, however, that some of them are not 
trusting to the fire to repay them, for we hâve no sooner 
hoisted ourselves up on to the terrace, that forms a 
barrier to a field of oats, than we become aware of an 
altercation between a disagreeable-looking woman and 
some pilgrims, who hâve already taken their stand. 
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" I tell yoi^ that thèse places are a sou each ! " she 
cries. ^ 

**Just as if it was a churcb/' says some one, in a 
bantering voice. 

" Quite so I And if you find it too dear, you can go 
somewhere else." 

** Never I The sîght of thc Tantad îs free to cvcry 
one." 

^ Yes ; but my field is my own, I think." 

^ Oh, we shall not run off with it ; don't fret your- 
self!" 
>^. But in the end» with a final fling, every one handed 

4 over his sou. 

" I hope the money will stick to your hand ! " said 
one. 

** May the fiâmes of the Taiitad burn you for ever ! " 
exclaimed another. 

I glanced at Farkik. He shook his head, and sighcd 
deeply, looking very shocked. 

" Ah, thèse new ways I " said he. " The people hâve 
caught the money-fever from the visitors who corne in 
the season. And now this greedy woman is trading on 
her bit of land being better situated than otfaer 
people's." 

And in truth, we are splendidly placed for seeiog 
everything. Only a few yards separate us from the 
Tantad, and beyond the dense, living waves that surge 
at its base, we can watch the wide panorama of Traoun- 
Mériadek, with its boundary of sea, that rich diadem ci 
water that encloses it from the rocks of Primel, to the 
solitaiy shores of Crecli-Meur. At our feet lies the 
road, which in a few moments will be fUled with ail the 
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pomp of the procession. It descends toward the littie 
town by a gentle slope that winds along the base of the 
hillside. Rows of ash trees, ranks of graceful, délicate 
poplars border it, and make it into a gfeen avenue, 
shady and pleasant; and along this road, at almost 
every step, the noise of falling water sounds on the 
mossy margin of some pool. The numberless eyes of 
the crowd are fixed, now on the sun, now on the steeple 
of Saint Jean. A breeze of impatience sweeps over the 
sea of heads in long, long waves, and the voices gather 
into a murmuring ocean-swell. Even Farkik's timid 
fiancA catches something of the prevailing excitement, 
cnishing between her fingers the littie bouquet of *' Fire 
Flowers " she has just bought from some poor seller. 

Ail at once there is a cry — a loud cry — springing 
from a thousand lips — 

"The rocket!" 

They point to the sky just above the church. I 
hâve barely time to see a gleam and a littie cloud of 
falling ash. But the heart of the multitude is quivering 
with a great joy. Down below, the bells hâve begun 
ringing anew, and the whole valley is echoing like a 
great copper boiler. Now the banners are appearing. 
For a moment they flutter in the graveyard, then b^in 
to mount the holy path. One by one we see them 
glistening, slow and majestic, like glorious phantoms, 
beneath the trees. The last is still in the depths of 
the valley wfaen the first has emei^ed on the height 
As each cross rises, shedding its gold or silver glory 
eut among the glimmering silk and velvet, a chorus 
greets it by the name of the parish from which it has 
corne. The procession moves to the sound of singing. 
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and guns are fired, giving the scène an air of Eastem 
romance. And then something cornes along that calls 
up a vivid picture of the ancient cuit : a choir of young 
girls appear, preceded by a white ram, led by a child 
dressed in goatskins. The girls hold the créature by 
many-coloured strands fastened to its neck : its coat has 
been carefuUy washed and combed, and from its homs 
hang tufts of ribbon. As for the child who leads it, he 
walks along quite gravely, with the air of a young sacri- 
ficial priest. And, indeed, it is no small distinction for 
him to hâve been chosen as the leader of the ^ Blessed 
Lamb ; " many of his companions would hâve Uked the 
honour, boys who, like himsel^ fulfilled the two con- 
ditions required — not to hâve passed the âge of inno- 
cence, and to hâve been entered in the baptismal r^ister 
under the name of John. 

The police hâve opened a path through the crowd, 
and hâve cleared a space immediately around the 
Tantad. An old drummer, who looks as though he 
had corne out of one of Raffet's engravings» beats 
with his withered hands on a grotesque old drum. 
The National Guard — ^nothing comes to an end 
in Brittany — form a Une, armed with enormous flint- 
lock blunderbusseSy that were, no doubt, used in the 
Chouanne war ; and then the various processions begin 
their march around the Tantad. While one banner 
passes along after another, and the cured of jresterday 
foUow those who are to be healed to-morrow in an end- 
less Une, some telling their beads, and some brandishing 
wax candies, peasants near the fountain are fastening 
fii:eworks to posts, of which I hâve never been able to 
understand the use. 
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" Surely they are not going to Ict them off now ?" I 
ask Parldk. 

" Yes/' says he ; ^' it is the usual beginning of the 
Tantad." 

It is impossible to realize the imaginative faculty of 
the Breton race without having seen one of thèse festivals^ 
which sometimes are so irresistibly funny. I shall 
never forget the delîghted shiver that ran through the 
childish crowd, as each rocket went whistling up into 
the ain It scarcely streaked the sky with its pale 
fire, and died out instead of breaking into a shower 
of stars. But the dear soûls were none the less fasci- 
nated ; and, no doubt, where my eyes saw only a pale 
fleck of grey smoke, theirs gazed upon a magie con- 
stellation, for they saw in the heavens the mirage 
of their own dreams. Ah, and what ecstasy for the 
school children f What shouts of exdtement every 
time that the buming stick threatened to fall on some 
one» • • • 

When I asked whether no accident ever happened, a 
neighbour said — 

*'For as far back as I remember, there has only 
been one, and that no doubt was allowed by Saint 
John/* 

«Really?" 

^' Yes I A shopkeeper of the town, a bad man, came 
just on purpose to swagger about and show himself ofr« 
* How idiotie thèse people are,' said he, * to let off fire- 
works at five o'clock in the aftemoon of a bright June 
day, with the sun still shining.' He had scarcely spoken 
when the stick of a rocket put out his qre, and his 
mocking speech ended in a foolish bellowing. It was a 
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rough punishment, certainly. But there 1 the fire is like 
the earth itself, too old to allow any one to treat it with 
dîsrespect" 

A comparative quiet has succeeded the excitement 
The priests hâve taken their stand on the foot of the 
calvary, and the banners for the most part hâve been 
put away in the shelter of one of the farm courts. Only 
the great banner of Saint Jean remains, face to face 
with the Tantad. At a sign from the rector, Landouar, 
the little athlète, with gnarled body and stifiened 
muscles, raises and inclines it three times. 

" That is the signal," whispers Parkik, as though he 
were speaking in church. 

The crowd itself is silent, every eye directed towards 
the church tower, where tiny human forms can be seen 
hurrying about in the last excitement of preparatioa 
Four or five solemn minutes pass thus, and faces are 
strained, eager, almost anxious. Then the rope trembles, 
and to the sound of firing, the Dragon shoots forth, 
hésitâtes. • . . The wishes (bat are made during bis 
passage through the air are sure to be fuliilled, if only 
he makes the transit without a break. For it sometimês 
happens that he stops short in distress, or even goes 
back again. Those versed in his ways will tell you that 
he has his tempers and his moods. For instance, look 
at him now ; he is making as though he would stop, and 
already disappointed mouths are saying — 

** l never hâve any luck I Oh, well, it is ail over ! " 

But no, that was a false alarm. Ail the wishes wQI 
be fuliilled. He has triumphantly finished his aiiy 
course, and planted his sting in the flank of the pile. 
... A slight crackling, a few puffs of smoke, and 
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with a quick bound the flame springs up, mounts, 
spreads. . . . 

«AnTân! AnTân!"* . . . 
And ihe cry mounts aiso, growing at sight of the 
flame ; that cry hallowed by numberless solar festivals ; 
that cry that rose from the very depths of the soûl of 
the ancients, and is now heard on the lips of thèse their 
far-away sons* Even thus was it that Celts of old 
glorified the great spirit of Life and Light, as they 
gathered around the tribal fires on the slopes of the 
Himalayas. Since then the race has lived through 
thousands of years, and traversed vast tracts of country. 
During the centuries it has left traces of its religion in 
many lands ; and hère, on this hill crest to-day, can be 
heard the écho of the grçat bygone voices still reverbera- 
ting in the depths of thèse Breton soûls on the shore of 
the Western océan. 

«AnTân! AnTânl" 

The sight is indescribably barbarous and beautifuL 
Supple and snakelike, the flame soon enfolds the pyramid 
in its glowing rings. Within the strong embrace the 
pile seems to awaken, to shake off its torpor, to corne 
to life. A monstrous energy takes possession of its 
hitherto motionless form. The sharp kiss of the fire 
burrows into it, excavating and carving it, till little by 
little from the formless block, a giant shape, a black 
Moloch, crowned with burning cloud and robed in 
flaming purple, seems to grow I 
•« AnTânl AnTân!" 

The glow of the god has become so intense, that it is 
scarcdy possible to bear either the beat or the brilliance. 

• «The Fire! The Fire!» 
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The priests hâve fled. Even the crowd has drawn back. 
Only the blind man of the Bois de la Nuit, bareheadedi 
and holding his rosary between his fingers, stands 
cbstinately facing the furaace, gazing upon it with ail 
the despairing tragedy of his sightless eyes. A noise as 
of great organ-pipes, a storm of rushing sounds» swells 
and escapes in blasts of wind from the crimson depths 
of the Tantad. Then ail at once there is a still louder 
roar, foUowed by a long-drawn sigh. It is the final flare 
before the sudden end 

"AnTân! AnTânl" 

This time the invocation has ail the melancholy 
sweetness of a farewell. Slowly^ with the rustling of 
falling silk, the burning brands sink down, while over- 
head the fiâmes rise, mount, and vanish into the heavens. 
. . • The sabotier's daughter goes up to where her 
father is still standing, and taking hold of his sleeve^ 
says sadly — 

'< It is finished I " 
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OHAPTBR X 

ICAME down from the holy mount just as the sun's 
rays, half hidden by the western heights, began 
themselves to faiL By way of change I took the 
route the procession had followedi where the délicate 
foliage of ash and poplar made lace-work on the mauve- 
coloured shadows. Seated on the margins of the 
fountains, old women with bowls in their hands praised 
the virtues of each spring to the Tantad pilgrims. 

" You who hâve been to the Pire/' they cried, " come 
totheWateralsol" 

And thusy ail along the winding road, I made my way, 
to the Sound of a murmuring litany like unto the hum* 
ming of bées round a hive. A great calm had sunk down 
from the cooling sky^and the declininglighthad a weary 
content about it, though passionate still| and ail too 
glittering. The faces of the people, too, though more at 
ease, preserved something of their late exaltation. They 
walked quietly and silently, but the excitement showed 
in the brilliancy of their eyes. 

Every one carried away some remembrance of the 
fire. Some had scorched the pilgrim staffs they had 
eut that moming on arriving at the land of Saint Jean ; 
o&ers, quicker, or more active, had replaced them by 
branches of charred gorse. Young girls held bouquets, 
whose flowers had been bumed by the flame, and every 
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now and then a group would break off and move away 
in the direction of its village, calling oul^ by way of 
farewell, the sacred wish — 

" Yéc'hed ha joa a-beurz Sant Yann vinniget l ** * 
In the graveyardi the wild horde of beggars and 
cripples, who mount guard day and night, were making 
their beds between the tombs, on the stone benches of 
the porchy even under the vaulting of the bone-house, 
where once the lantem of the dead used to bum. As 
I passed the church, I glanced in. Before a pillar, 
surrounded by a triple band of candies, a priest was 
presenting the relies of Saint Mériadek and Saint 
Mandez to be kissed by the faithfuL Another, perma- 
nently ensconced within the altar rails, was touching 
eyes with the end of the little silver*gilt case that con- 
tains the finger of the Forerunner. And finally, near a 
sort of zinc cistem, fitted into one of the low arches of 
the wall, women were bathing their eyelids and lips 
with their handkerchiefs, which they soaked and re- 
soaked in the marvellous water. It is^Dour arBis" 
(Water of the Finger), as a Breton inscription placed over 
one of the taps informs me. . . . Well, I hâve left ail 
thèse good folk to their practices, and with no other 
Company than the clear singing of the brook of Traoun- 
Mériadek, more silvery than ever in the evening stillness, 
I hâve wandered down to the sea-beach. 

Paths bordered by privet, hawthom, and elder lead 
thither, passing ancient farms, dismantled manors, boiit 
'' during the lifetime of Queen Anne, when Saint Jean 
was inhabited only by gentlemen.'' But further on, at 
^he extrême verge, is a désert, an infinité solitude. 

* ^'Joy and good health from the bleseed Saint John !" 
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When I reached the shore, the tide was low, and the 
promontories lay like a fleet of huge, motionless ships 
against the deep splendour of the setting sun. And 
behind theîr shadowy huUs» down there in the distant 
horizon, towards which they seemed but awaiting a 
signal to set sail, another Tantad finished dying, the 
marvellous faîry Tantad that every eventide exhibits 
the unapproachable magie of the sun. 



BOOK IV.— SAINT RONAN 
THE PARDON OF THE MOUNTAIN 

DBDICATED TO JOSi-MARIA DB HEREDIA 

CHAPTER I 

WHO does not remember those charming pages 
of *' Souvenirs d'enfance et de jeunesse/' which 
the author has devotedi with such good-humoured 
raillery, to that amusing saint; Ronan, forerun&er in 
Armorican Brittany of the dan of Renan t 

^' Among ail Breton saints, never has there been one 
more entirely original His story has been told me 
several times, and on every occasion the circumstances 
were more and more extraordinary. He lived in Cor- 
nouailles, near the little town that bears his name. He 
was an earth spirit rather than a saint ! Over the 
éléments his powers were appalling, while in chaFacter 
he was violent and rather capridous. It was impos- 
sible to foretell what he was going to do» or what 
he wished. People respected him, but his obstinate 
détermination to live alon^ and go his own way, inspired 
them with awe. So much so indeed, that on the day 
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when he was found lying dead on the floor of his cell, 
the terror in the neighbourhood was gênerai The first 
person who, happening to look in at the open window» 
saw him stretched ont on the ground, ran away aSd fast 
as his legs would cany him. 

" AU his life this Ronan had been so self-willed and 
exacting that no one dared even guess what he would 
wish to hâve done with his body. If a mistake were 
made, there would as likely as not be an outbreak of 
plague, a town swallowed up, an entire district changed 
into a swamp, or some odier of those visitations by 
means of which he had been accustomed to avenge 
himself during life. To take him to the church seemed 
the last thing likely to suit him ; he always appeared to 
hâve a spécial aversion to it, and moreover he was quite 
capable of resisting, of making a scandai 

** Ail the chiefs assembled tc^ether in the cell around 
the great dark body lying on the ground ; and at last 
one of them gave this sage advice— 

** ' During his life we were never able to understand 
him ; it would hâve been easier to foretell the flight of 
the swallow through the heavens than to foUow the 
course of his thoughts ; now he is dead he had better 
still hâve his way. Let us eut down some trees and 
make a cart. To it we wili hamess four oxen ; he will 
be quite capable of guiding them to the place where he 
wishes to be buried I * 

^ Every one apprdved of this idea, So they made a 
rough cart, putting solid wheels to it, eut from the 
thtckness of a great oak tree, and upon this they laid 
the body of the saint. Then the oxen, guided by the 
unseen hand of Ronan, walked straight forward into the 
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thickest part of the forest The trees bowed down, or 
broke short off before their steps, with fearful crackings. 
Arrived in the very centre of the forest, where the largest 
oak trees grtw, the cart stopped short ; so every one 
understood, and they buried the saint there, and built 
his church over him." 

The people's story, more legendaiy, has yet its 
spécial charm. I hâve gathered the principal events 
together itt the very country where the saint passed the 
greater part of his lif<^ and in the foUowing pages you 
will find related at length, some of thèse extraordinaiy 
occurrences to which M. Renan barely alludes. 

Ronan was bom in Ireland, traditional home of 
most Celtic saints. One day I asked an old woman 
of Bégard — 

^ Where is this land of Ireland, whose name is always 
on your lîps ? '* 

*" WelV said she, " I hâve been told that it was 
origînally a little chip broken ofT from paradise. God 
fashioned it into a steep» lonely island» which He 
anchored by diamond cables in the midst of a sea 
quite unknown to sailors. So soon as it touched the 
waters they lost their bittemess, and, for seven leagues 
around the island, became sweet as milk. The isie itself 
was hidden by a thick mist, which floated in a circle ail 
around it, and a soft, unchanging light illumined the 
country. There, under the form of great white birds, 
lived the soûls that were intended for the bodies of 
saints ; and from thence, at the call of God, they started 
forth to evangeUze the world. I ought to tell you that 
originally they were of the number of eleven huodred 
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tbousand When the hour has struck for the departure 
of the last, the diamond cables will part asunder, and 
the island remount to heaven as lightly as a cloud/' 

In those early days there were cod fisheries off the 
Breton coast, and it was not unusual for the fishermen 
to remain whole weeks together at sea. One night 
when the men were asleep, stretched in their boats, a 
great disturbance began in the water. The man on guard 
roused his companions. 

" Look t '* said he ; and they saw a very strange sight 
A rock came sailing towards them, leaving a long quiet 
track beliind it, as though the waves trembled at its 
touch. It was garlanded with unknown seaweeds, that 
exhaled so sweet and strong a scent that ail the air, 
and even the sea^ was perfumed. On the summit of the 
rock a fignre knelt in prayer, with head surroanded by 
a nimbas, the glory of which illumined the night. It 
was Saint Ronan, who had come to dwell on the shores 
of Armorica. 

He landed in one of the little bays of Léon, and he 
could not hâve made a more unfortunate choice. The 
coast just there was inhabited by wreckers and pirates. 
They worshipped rude gods, whom they identified with 
the oak of the forest and the reef of the océan. They did 
not rob the saint, whose only possession was his cloth 
robe, too shabby for them to covet, but they made no 
secret of the fact that his présence was objectionable to 
them ; and wlien he began talking about the new law, the 
lawthat the Christ had sealed with His blood, they turned 
their backs on him with contempt, and called him a 
dreamer, ihe most opprobrious name they could use. 
So Ronan was obliged to give up the conversion of 
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thèse savages ; but he made up his mind to try and 
render them less dangerous to other people. 

The Irish saints never travelled without a bell| whose 
Sound, among other virtues, was able to make itself 
heard distinctly to the furthest limits of the earth. So 
Ronan used his on foggy nights to warn off vessels tfaat 
were out of their course» and to let them know they 
were nearing the coast Thus shipwrecks became rare, in 
spite of the fires the natives lighted on the hilltops, and 
the people of the land were filled with indignation. 
The women were espedally indignant 

^ Up to this hour/' they cried, * the sea has been our 
nurse, with a breast that never failed u& Jewdled 
bodies used to conae ashore on our beach, and the stonn 
was our benefactor; every moming brought us some 
harvest Think, oh men, think of the casks of golden 
wine from which your lips hâve so often quaffed (be 
mysterious drunkenness, that doubled 3rour strength, 
excited you, and made us more beautiful and désirable 
in your eyes. But already those days are over. From 
the moment when this foreign hennit appeared in our 
midst, our good fortune left us. He must be some 
wicked magician ; he has thrown a spell over us, and 
determined that we should perish miserably. Why do 
you not arise and rid yourselves of him ? " 

Thèse words came to the ears of the saint ; and in 
order not to bring punishment upon the people who had 
maligned him, he made up his mind to leave them, and 
go far away into the depths of the country; and 
accordingly, having tucked up his hermit's gown, he 
started forth to find another home. The rock upon 
which he had crossed the waters, his ** Stone Mare," as 
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he called it, foUowed him in this new exile. They 
traversed unnamed rivers, made thdr way throagh dark 
forests, '^here they heard the trees reminding one 
another that they had once been gods. Sometimes im« 
passable thickets stopped their onward path ; then 
Ronan rang bis bell, and the brambles parted asunder, 
and disentangled themselves of their own accord. 

When at length they emerged from the woods they 
found themselves on a lofty plateau, carpeted only with 
gorse and sweet-smelling herbs. This région was domi- 
nated by a naked mountain^ round as the cupola of a 
temple. Ronan stuck his pilgrim staff in the ground, 
and it became at once a granité cross, showing him that 
this was the spot in which he was to settle. The Stone 
Mare lay down on the earth, the saint sank upon his 
knees in prayer. It was the evening hour, so especially 
^ sweet in Brittany. At the foot of the mountain, towards 
the westy lay smiling fields, and from unseen roofs, veiled 
in foliage, calm spirals of smoke rose into the air. 
Further off stretched the sea, among whose waters, grey 
as ashes, the last rays of the vanished sun were dying. 

"May peace for ever dwell in this quiet land/' 
murmured the saint His wish bas certainly been ful- 
filled ; perhaps in no part of the world is the silence 
greater, deeper, more soothing, than upon this humble 
Breton summit. It bas preserved its primitive appearance, 
its unchanged look of long ago. There are boughs of 
broom centuries old. Cattle come to browse on the 
short grass in springtime, but man himself bas not 
ventured to change the face of the ground ; it remains 
jttst as it was twelve hundred years ago, a virgin height, 
an oasis of dreamland. 
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Hère Ronan passed exquisite days, face to face with 
the breezes that flew straight over from Ireland, bringing 
him perfumed messages from his far-away home. He built 
a but on the western slope, a penitentiaiy cell, roughly 
made from branches tied together, and plastered over 
with a little mortar. But he only came there at night, 
to say his prayers and to sleep. From earliest dawn 
he was afoot, wandering about tilie mountain paths. He 
set himself a certain round to go twice a day, never vary- 
ing it by a single step. In the moming he walked with 
the Sun, in the evening agdnst it Even the rain did 
not stop him» but then it fell upon him without wetting 
him. This walk of his on the flank of the mountain 
occupied several leagues, and he would wander along 
for hours together, holding converse with ail kinds of 
things, whose silent language he understood. He loved 
ail the beasts, and they came to him when he called 
them. From afar ihey would see him coming, and nin 
to meet him. It is said that in order to gain their con- 
fidence he would sometimes amuse himself by assuming 
their form ; he tamed even the most ferodous. and then 
preached to them. 

The story is told of a certain wolf who held him in 
great esteem, and who, in order, as he thought, to 
give him pleasure, came one day and laid a poor 
gasping little lamb at his feet The good saint first 
took the lamb and healed it, and then addressed so 
touching a sermon to the wolf, that he converted him 
entirely from his evil ways, so that from that time the 
saying has arisen, ** As gentle as Saint Ronan's wolf 1 " 

But just as he sought the friendship of animais and 
loved the company of plants, so did he shun the sodety 
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of man. Since his unpleasant expériences on the in- 
hospitable coast of Léon, he had retatned somewhat 
painful remembrances of them, and distrusted them. 
If a human being happened to cross his path, he 
would look at him with such terrible eyes that the un- 
happy man was idiotie for weeks. It was the saint's 
method of keeping the road that he had chosen free 
for himself. 

But though he gained his point, and was left 
alon^ his réputation sufTered a good deal. AU kinds 
of stories began to be told about him. People spoke 
of him as a sorcerer, a wizard ; shepherds declared 
that they had seen him running about disguised as a 
were^wolf ; he was accused of scattering ail sorts of ills 
about the country. They made him responsible for 
every defect of the weather, of which he was reported to 
hâve the suprême command. Did a hailstorm destroy 
the crops in the plain, or a sudden tempest tear up the 
sea, so that the fishing-boats were destroyed, it was ail 
owing to the evil magie of Ronan. 

And, really, it must be confessed that, far from trying 
to quiet thèse ideas, he sometimes seems to hâve taken 
pains to exasperate people. 

One day, for instance, as he was walking under the 
spreading shadows of the forest of Névet, close to his 
hermitage, he saw a woodman preparing to eut down an 
oak tree. Each blow of the axe drew from the tree a 
heavy sigh that echoed sadly in the heart of the hennit 

^Why are you ill-treating that Old Man of the 
Woods ? " asked he, wrathfuUy. 

''I want to make some planks for my granary," 
aoswered the man. 



906 THE LAND OF PARDONS 

^ Be careful that they are not used for your coffia 1 " 
replied the saint 

At the same instant the oak fell, cnisliing the wood- 
man beneath it No one doubted for an instant that 
Ronan was the culprit, and the people of the country 
began to think of nothing else but how they might rid 
themselves of hinu Secret councils were held in the 
forest clearings by the pale light of the moon, that 
goddess of noctumal plots, still adored by thèse pagans. 
Just as every one had agreed that the hermit must be 
surprised in his hut, and murdered during his sleep, the 
head of the house of Kemévez, a wise, broad-minded 
man, interrupted the discussion by observing that such 
conduct would not only be wicked, but very dangerous. 

*' It is/' said he, '' one of two things : either this Ronan 
has not the power which you attribute to him, in whidi 
case why break ail laws, human and divine» by murderiog 
him ? or he does possess them, and, if so, how can your 
feeble conspiracies prevail against him ? If he is the 
enchanter you believe him to be, he has nothing to fèar 
from your enmity \ while you, if you offend him, bave 
everything to dread from his anger.'* 

This argument cooled the zeal of the most eager. 

*' In your place," continued the master of Kemévea^ 
" I should choose a deputy, and send him to represent 
your grievances. Between ourselves, I do not think you 
will find him as wicked as you imagine. I hâve several 
times foUowed him at a distance in his moming walks. 
Shall I tell you what he has been doing? Setting 
Aies free from those light webs the spiders weave 
by night over the gorse bushesl ... A wicked spirit 
would never care about such things." 
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A voice cried from among the crowd — 

" Well, go you on our behalf, and plead our cause 
withhîml" 

"I was just about to propose that very course/* 
answered the head of the house, the Fenn-tiern^ with 
the quiet modesty that was habituai to him. 

So without further delay he set off for the mountain. 
The moon had gone down, but on the crest of the hill 
the hermit's celi shone like a mysterious shrine. Ronan 
was asleep, stretched on the bare earth, his hands crossed, 
his head surrounded by a strange light, while over the 
doorless threshold lay his feet The master of Kernévez 
sat down on the grass and waited for the saint to wake. 
He felt his heart stirred vaguely, and into his rude brain 
came strange thoughts that surprised and frightened him, 

At last the dawn began to break. As soon as 
the first sun-ray fell on the back of the Stone Mare, 
she uttered a soft whinny, and the anchorite opened his 
eyes. He did not seem in the least surprised at seeing 
the Penn-tiem outside his hut in an attitude of supplica- 
tioiiy but going up to him, commanded him to rise and 
foUow him. Then they began to walk together in that 
high solitude. Their sight wandered afar, over land 
and sea bathed by the new-bom sun in a purple vapour, 
above which hung ineffable harmonies of colour. The 
master of Kernévez had always lived in this place, he 
Imew its every détail, but now for the first time its 
inner meaning was revealed to him. It seemed as 
though he were looking upon it with new-made, clearer 
eyes, and he began to shed tears, without knowing why, 
like a child, or a drunken man. Then said Ronan to 
him-^ 
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''Aye, weepi weepi It is God entering into your 
soûl I *' 

Around them the bracken was fresh ; warm, gentle 
breezes played in the clear air. Never had the morning 
been more beautiful, never had the world appeared more 
exquisitely winning. 

When Ronan felt that the soûl of his companion 
was sufficiently softened, moistened^ ready to receive the 
good grain, he b^^n to tell him the wonderful story of 
Jésus, who consecrated the wildemess as a place of 
prayer ; of Jésus, who preached from the tops of the 
mountains, with the sea spread out at his feet, and 
taught the sons of men the lesson of Universal Love. 
The hermit, of whose fierce humour the Fenn-tiem had 
been wamed, spoke with such power and sweetness, the 
stories he told of that Galilean Life were in themselves 
so captivatingy that the listener forgot everything else. 
At length the saint, pointing to the grey wing of even- 
ing that began to overshadow the sky, was obliged to 
dismiss hioL 

" Well, what had the great man of the mountain got 
to say ? " asked the people of the plain, the shepherds, 
and the fishermen, when the master of Kernévez re- 
appeared among them. 

So he told them, word for word, what Ronan had 
spoken, for it was ail engraven on his memory, and 
he could reproduce it even to the tone of the voice. 
In his dmplicity he was éloquent More than ooe of 
his audience seemed touched. But the others, the 
majority, after having listened as though stupefied, 
began to murmur against him. They could not under- 
stand how such a wise man as the Penn-tiem could 
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suddenly hâve become an apostle of thèse new ideas, so 
destructive of their ancient religion. They came to the 
conclusion that the hermit had bewitched him, and 
their hatred of Ronan increased; while towards the 
master of Kemévez they felt that superstitious pity 
that in Brittany is always given to fools and lunatics. 

But he neither retorted nor complained. He saw 
his dearest friends become estranged without any feel- 
iag of resentment According to Ronan, this was but 
the usual lot of any one wishing to enter the holy life. 
He never passed a day without meeting the anchortte, 
in a place agreed upon by themaelves, on the border of 
the land of Kemévez, half up the mountain slope. A 
hedge of wild plum trees sheltered them from prying 
eyes, pine trees shaded their heads, and through a clear- 
ing they could see the sea, stretching away into the 
distance, opening a field of immensity to their thoughts 
and common méditation. There this rough disciple of 
Ronan was gradually initiated into the charms of a con- 
templative life. He became so enamoured of it, that 
soon he began to look upon other cares as unworthy of 
his high calling. In order to taste the joys of the soûl, 
this peasant laid aside ail worldly passions. He who 
had always been regarded as a model farmer now 
n^lected his fields, ceased to superintend his business, 
left the servants to act as masters. People of the 
neighbourhood began to gossip about him. Finally, 
one day, his wife heard of it 

As his business kept him out-of-doors, while she had 
to stay at home to look after the house, he had been 
able to steal away on his pious escapades without 
suxHising her suspicions. But he had always foreseen 
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that one day or other he would be found out At last 
certain friendly neighbours informed against him. 

One eveningy as he was returning to the farm, after 
an interview with Ronan» he found his wife on the road, 
waiting for him. 

" So," cried she, " this is the way you behave your- 
selfl I hâve been hearing nice things about you! 
When you ought to be at work among the servants 
you are idling away your time upon the mountain, in 
Company with a disreputable rascal, who is the sconi 
and terror of the neighbourhood. Hâve you made up 
your mind that your children are to be b^[gars, and I| 
your wife, to die of grief ? " . . . 

Tradition, which retains some things, and forgets 
others, has lost the name of the master of Kemévez, but 
tells us that the wife was called Kébèn. Mons. de la 
Villemarqué wishes us to see in her a kind of fietce 
Druidess, Queen of the Sacred Wood. The country 
folk, however, paint a less picturesque, but perhaps 
truer picture of her. She was probably a notable 
farmer's wife, rather mean, hard on herself^ and hard oo 
others, occupied entirely in saving money, and leaving 
her children an estate free from debt Of a headstroug 
character, she ruled her househoid with a rod of iroa 
For the rest, she was a capable, respectable woman, 
seldom ordering anything save what was judicious. She 
had always kept her husband well in hand, and it is 
easy to imagine her fury when she found that he had 
deceived hen She ordered him to give up the saint 
at once. For the first time in his life he rebelled, 
and to ail her threats and scoldings retumed nothing 
but a gentle, determined refusai. From that moment, 
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the manor of Kernévez, once so orderly and peaceful, 
became a hell upon earth. From morning till night 
Kébèn rushed about the great kitchen like a wolf in a 
cage, grinding her teeth and shouting. The children 
shrank away into coraers, behind the furniture, and cried 
quietly, afraid to go near her. Labourers and servants 
left the house one after another ; the place fell into dis- 
order, flocks and herds, no longer cared for, wandered 
miserably about ithe ^fields. Meanwhile the man con- 
tinued to visit the saint on the mountain, paying no 
r^^ard to the min that began to face him on ail sides. 
He cared no more for earthly things. He dwelt in his 
dream as in some high tower, whence he could see 
nothing but heaven. 

And now another kind of passion began to sway 
Kébèn. She became possessed of a fixed idea of 
revenging herself on Ronan, whom she described as a 
Ravisher of Mea She joined the enemies of the saint, 
and we know that they were numerous. Secret meet- 
ings were held at Kernévez during the absence of the 
husband, at which they drank mead out of buffalo-homs. 
At the end of a few days of this kind of thing, Kébèn, 
before a gathering of fanatics, excited almost to frenzy, 
proposed that they should go that night, under cover of 
darkness, to the house of the hermit, set fire to it, and 
bum him alive. 

** Come 1 Corne t " they cried, as with one voice. 

But their enthusiasm was short lived. The fresh 
night air soon sobered them, and in place of their 
excitement they began to fed certain mysterious fore- 
bodii^s. They fanded they heard threatening voices 
in the wind. The undergrowth into which their feet 
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sank seemed a magie net laid to entrap them ; and at 
last a strange apparition terrified them nearly out of 
their sensés. The gigantic form of a beast arose on 
the mountain, and thrice a frightful neig^ing rent the 
air. Ail the band scattered like a flock of sparrows 
Only Kébèn remained, her hatred arming her against 
fear. At the call of the Stone Mare, Ronan emerged 
from his hut He came towards the farmer's wife, 
saying — 

" Take care that you do not cross the drcle marked 
by the hoUy bushes. This is a place where no women 
are allowed." 

Then Kébèn, gathering herself together, prepared to 
spring at his face ; but when she tried to jump, some 
unknown force held her captive, and her limbs grew 
stifT beneath her, as though turned to stone. Tben, 
with the impotence of rage, she flung out a torrent of 
curses, calling the saint by the most odious names sbe 
knew. 

** Yes," she shrieked, " you forbid women to corne to 
your lair, but yôu attract the men, you evil sorcererl 
. • . Tell me, what hâve you done with the master of 
Kemévez ? What maddening potion hâve you given 
him ? . . . We never interfered with you ; then why did 
you come after us? . . . Look at that house down 
among the beech trees ! We worked there happily and 
quietly. A cheerful smoke rose from the roof, like a 
constant prayer to the gods on high. And now your 
arts hâve chased away ail prosperity, and put ruin in its 
place. Where is now the peace of our soûls ? You 
hâve made war between husband and wife. By the 
sun and the moon I curse you I " 
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The saint, with his eyts raised on high, prayed 
quietly. As soon as he had finished, he said — 

"Woman, I give you back the use of your limbs. 
Return to your children, whom you hâve forgotten to 
feed this evening. Their crying hinders oie from hearing 
what jrou say." 

And» in fact» a soft, plaintive sobbing came up on the 
sea-breeze. 

" We shall meet again/' growled Kébèn, in a tone of 
défiance. 

*" God gmnt that it may be in heaven I '' answered 
Ronan, 

The mistress of Kernévez returned to her home, her 
heart sore within her. For many days she remained 
crouching on the hearthstone, neither speaking nor 
sieeping. And in the stillness and silence she was 
brooding over a horrible idea. One night when she 
was sure that every one was asleep, she rose and went 
into the room where the children were lying. There, 
among her brothers, was Soëzic, the eldest girl, scarcely 
eight years old» a pretty little fair-haired créature, 
délicate as an angel 

She was her father's favourite, on account of her 
gentleness and sweetness. Taking her carefully into 
her arms so as not to awaken her, Kébèn went silently 
out to the bam. In one corner of this building, hidden 
behind a stack of faggots, was an old disused chest, 
hollowed by fire from the trunk of an enormous oak, 
with sides as thick as those of some granité sarcophagus 
made for the burial of a great chieftain. The unnatural 
mother laid her child at the bottom of the chest, shut 
the heavy lid, double-locked it, and then, having once 
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more taken her seat beside the hearth, began uttering 
the most frightful cries, like those of an animal whose 
throat is being eut. The master of Kemévez jumped 
out of bed, terrified. 

** What is the matter, wife ? In the name of God, 
what is the matter ? " 

For answer she pointed to the door of the children's 
room. Going in, he saw that the little girl was missiiig. 
Already the ndghbours had corne running at the noise; 
the kitchen was soon full of inquisitive faces. And then 
at last Këbèn spoke. 

Since her qnarrel with the saint she had been ex- 
pecting something of this kind to happen. He had 
threatened her with it, that was why she had been on 
the watch. And now to-night, when she had dropped 
asleep from weariness, she had been awakened suddenly 
by a voice cryîng feebly — 

^Mamml mamm!'' 

She had tried to rouse herself, but in vain* Some 
charm paralyzed her. At the same moment the 
monstrous fonn of a man-wolf passed close to her, 
carrying in his jaws the bleeding body of Soëzic. 

It was quite évident that this man-wolf was no 
other than Ronan ; such was the universal verdict The 
husband would hâve interposed, hâve uttered a protest ; 
but ail minds were quite made up, and no one would 
listen to a word. It was decided then and there to 
go to King Gralon-Meur at Quimper, to tell him of the 
horrible crime, and demand justice on the culprit 

So the procession, growing larger with every village 
through which it passed, accompanied Kébèn to the 
palace of the king. Gralon was impressed by so laige 
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a gathering, and sent a band of archers with orders to 
fetch the saint immediately. As soon as he saw him he 
felt tfaat the people had spoken the truth. With his 
hairy face, his buming, ascetic eyes, shadowed by shaggy 
brows, with his rough cloth coat, dirty, worn, ragged, 
yellow like the skin of a wolf, and taken in at the waist 
by a girdle of tough bark, with his feet soiled by mud» 
and the nails of his fingers pointed and black like claws, 
the hennit certainly had the appearance of a wild beast 
radier than of a human being. 

" We will soon tell whether his nature is that of a 
wolf or a man/' said Gralon. ** I hâve two dogs hère 
who will show us.'' 

The terrible beasts were loosed upon Ronan; but 
instead of tearing him in pièces, they lay quietly down 
at his fee^ licking his rags, and b^ging him to caress 
them. 

The crowd was alt(^ether stupefied, and^Gralon-Meur, 
coming towards the anchorite^ bowed low and said — 

"There must be some wonderful power about you 
to hâve impressed my dogs. Speak then, and put your 
accusers to silence, that justice may be donc." 

** I will speak/' answered Ronan» ^ not for my own 
sake, who am accountable only to God, but because of 
the child» the innocent victim of this horrible plot Send 
some one, oh King, to bring hither the great chest that 
stands in the bam at Kemévez, behind the heap of 
Éîiggots." 

This was done according to his wish, and when they 
opened the great oak trunk there lay the little girl, 
white as wax. She was stretched on her side, dead ! 
The heart must hâve been hard indeed that did not 
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weep at the sight. Ronan himself, it is said, for the 
only time in his life, showed marks of feeling. He 
leaned down over the little body, and calling her by 
name veiy softly, murmured — 

"Lîttle Soëzic, pretty iloweret, your eyes havc 
closed too soon. God wishes you to open them again, 
and gaze for a long while yet on the blessed sun." 

He spoke I . . . The fresh tints of childhood came 
once more into the face of the dead child, and she 
rose smiling from the depths of the chest The crowd, 
delighted at the sight of the miracle, leapt with joy, 
shouting the praises of the saint, crying that Kébén 
ought to be stoned. But Ronan said — 

"I wish this woman to retura home, safe and 
Sound 1 " 

From that day forth the hermit lived respected by ail 
those who had formerly ill-treated him, and the religion 
he professed soon replaced the andent cuits. But, for 
ail thss, he changed none of his habits, abstaining as 
much as ever from ail direct converse with men ; living, 
in fact, even more privately than before, so that tiie 
vénération he inspired remained tinged with a certain 
amount of fear. People used to watch him firom a&r 
on his daily rounds, but no one ever had the boidness 
to interrupt him. When any wished to speak to hipi it 
was done through the médium of the master of Kemévei, 
the one human créature whom he received willingly, and 
to whom he condescended to listen. 

Saint Corentin came one day to visit him in his hut, 
in order, so it is said, to resign the bishopric of Quioiper 
in his favour. He found the entrance closed by a 
simple spider's web, which, when he tried to pass, could 
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not be bîoken ; so he understood that Ronan refused to 
receive him, and set^ forth again on his road back to 
Quimper, not without a little vexation. 

It was in the springtime, on the vigil of Good 
Friday, that the Hermit of the Mountain died. As 
soon as his soûl had passed, great strange clouds 
rnshed from ail parts of the sky, and gathered about 
the summity spreading a veil of darkness over the sur- 
rounding country^ while upward from the shrine rose a 
column of white smoke. By thèse signs every one 
knew that Ronan was no more ; but they waited three 
days before venturing to cross the cirde of the sacred 
holly trees. The temper of the saint was to be 
dreadedy even after his death. At last the Penn-Tiern 
himself entered the celL The corpse presented no sign 
of décomposition. It was lying in the attitude that the 
hennit had always assumed during life, his active feet 
across the doorsill, the scattered strands of hair lumin- 
ous like fiâmes. With one hand he pressed to his 
bosom a book, with richly chased clasps — ^no doubt, 
thought the peasants, a list of magical charms — ^with 
the other he grasped his bell, the musical companion of 
his wanderings. 

We hâve aiready seen the manner of his funeraL 
As soon as the body had been placed upon the cart; the 
oxen began to march and the iron bell to ring. AU 
through the joumey it sounded thus, with little, slow, 
thin strokes, like a funeral knelL The team immedi- 
ately took to the route which Ronan had been accus- 
tomed to foUow moming and evening. While crossing 
the land of Kemévez, the procession came to the place 
where Kébèn was busy washing. Ever since the épisode 



218 THE LAND OP PARDONS 

of the chesty this curious woman had made no allusion 
whatever to it, but she was neither improved nor soft- 
ened. Ronan's forbearance, instead of appeasing her 
hatred, had increased it On hearing of his death she 
had fallen into such paroxysms of joy that for a moment 
every one thoaght her mad. Not only did she refuse 
to wear mouming, like the other women of the district, 
but she chose the day of the burlal to do her washing, 
thereby committing a double scandai, for it was the 
feast of Easten The procession advanced in a silent 
throng to the sound of the little bel]« when suddenly 
above the noise of the washing-racket, rose a mode- 
ing song from behind the willows that bordered the 
" Lavoir "— 

** Bim baon, doc'hou! 
Marw 6 J^ou, 
Gant eur dhorfad ywadigennou. . . .*'* 

Singing thus, in a loud, strident voice, Kébéa faced 
them impudently, <Tbe oxen» however, tumed aside 
into the meadow, and walked straight forward, taking 
no notice of the linen spread out to dry on the grass. 
Already they had trampled some of the fine dothes 
under their hard hoofs, when Kébèn ail at once ceased 
singing. Dishevelled, black with fury» she flung herseif 
at the heads of the créatures. " Back, dirty beasts I " 
cried she; and brandishing her heavy wooden racket, 
she struck them so violently that she broke the bom of 
one of them. But on they went, in their quieti gentle 

* " Bim baon, the bells I 
He died, Jégou, 
From eating too mucfa black pudding 1 " 
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way, taking no notice whatever of her. Then the rage 
of Kébèn fell on the corpse. She clung to the cart at 
the risk of being knocked down, and, at each tum of the 
wheels, mad, fierce words, curses never to be forgiven, 
came pouring from her lips — 

" Go, carrion ! Go to the chamel-house, where the 
body of your mother, the wolf, lies rotting I You ought 
to be satisfied, scourge of families that you are I • . • 
Thanks to you, the best linen of the neighbourhood is in 
rags. Laugh I worker of evil, knave of knaves I dangerous 
even in death 1 . • • Ha, ha 1 And to think that there 
are fools who are mouming for you I ... As for me, 
hère is my farewell ! " 

Horrible profanation I As she spoke, she struck him 
on the face. But it was her last action. The earth 
at the same moment opened its jaws and svirallowed 
her alive. 

After about three hours* joumey the bell ceased. The 
oxen stopped ; they were in the midst of the forest, on 
the western side of the mountain. A grave was soon 
dug, but when they tried to put the body of the saint 
into ity the united efforts of twenty men were powerless 
to lift hioL 

^ Perhaps he doesn't wish to be buried/' ventured 
some one ; ** let us leave him as he is, and see what 
happens.'' 

Then occurred the most curions thing. In the space 
of a single night the body tumed to stone, became one 
with the top of the cart, which in its tum was trans- 
formed into a funeral slab, so that Ronan lay there an 
etemal figure as though sculptured in granité. The 
trees around had likewise become stone ; they soared 



220 THE LAND OF PARDONS 

upward with ail the délicate grâce of pillars, iaterladng 
their branches on high in the form of a rcx>f. Such, 
according to the legend, was the design of the first 
church of Locronan ; and of the toaib, which you may 
still see in the chapel of the Fénity. 
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CHAPTEE II 

IF ever you visit Locronan, be sure to approach it from 
the '' old side." The ascent at first is not attractive^ 
being rather a ravine, or torrent-bed, than a road. But 
as you near the summit you will find that the track 
widenSy grows smoothery assumes once more its ancient 
aspect of a royal road. Shut in on the west by a rising 
in the ground, to the south and north the prospect opens 
little by little. Behind lie the huge blue billows of the 
country of Quimper ; to the right the sacred mountain 
rises toward the sky, its great hump scored with deep 
wrinklesy where sprays of broom make one think of 
yellow fiâmes running over the soiL To the left a 
green country — ^luminous green, yellow-green — ^stretches 
in undulating verdure away to the océan. Fine trees 
border the road, but do not hide the view, which smiles 
back at one from between the bare trunks ; while over- 
head sounds the aërial song of their crested tops. And 
in no other part of Brittany does one breathe so freely 
what the poet calls — 



** L'ivresse de Pespace, et du vent intrépide. 



» 



The wind Aies with unwearying wing over this high 
ground. You are, so to speak, face to face with the 
great Atlantic, and he blows with his rough sait breath 
fttll in 3rour face, reddening your skin with his fierce 



«M THE LAND OP PARDONS 

kisses. The noise of the waves sounds so distiact that 
you seem to be standing on the top of the beach, and 
almost expect a splash of foam to wet your legs. But 
no I from the depths that yawn in ftx>nt a clock-tower 
riseSy a clock-tower deprived of its steeple ; an enonnous 
square tower, with long» narrow openings, from whence 
fly, not sea-gulls, but crows. Lower down is the church, 
sinking with âge beneath its high roof; and near it is 
the graveyard, a fold of the mountain closed in hy 
ruinous walls, and thickly covered in grass. A rapid, 
winding descent, almost a street; with the remains of 
ancient paving. Once, years ago, in some prospérons 
âge that is now but a sad memory, it was by this road 
that the diligence from Quimper to Brest entered 
Locronan, with tumult of chains and of beils, scatter- 
ing movement, cheerfulness, life on the way. Wornen 
with babies in their arms ran to the doors of the little 
low houses, whichy even to-day, ail bear over the lintels 
the date and name of the ancestor who built theffl. 
Even the men themselves, weavers for the most part, 
would rise on the pedals of their looms, and through the 
open Windows greet the postilion with a joke, the 
passengers with a good wish for the journey. And now, 
alas 1 of ail this life there remains but a moumful re- 
membrance. The railways hâve killed ihe coaches,as 
machinery has destroyed hand labour. Of the weavers 
there are perhaps half a dozen, who more often than not 
are out of work. At the beginning of the centuiy there 
were some hundred and fifty, who supplied ail the ports 
of Comouailles with sailcloth. From moming to ni^t 
there sounded, according to an inhabitant, " the livdy 
Sound of the shuttle.'' 
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People will tell you that it was Saint Ronan who 
invented this industry (no doubt in the intervais between 
his walks), and that he taught the Penn-tiern, his com- 
panion in prayer. Before his days the fishers used to 
hang skins of beasts to the masts of their ships. Ronan 
first planted the flax, and showed them the art of 
weaving the fibre, so that a stream of riches and plenty 
flowed through the land. The wealth of the men of 
Locronan became as famous as that of the shipowners 
of Penmarcli. Speaking remains of this may be seen 
in the beautifuUy sculptured gables and the great solid 
house-fronts that surround the square. They are really 
grand houses, these^ some in fine Renaissance. Though 
shom of their ancient splendour, they still hâve an aristo- 
cratie appearance^ preserving even in their decay an air 
of nobility and gravity, so that the humble town has 
something majestic and imposing about it Nothing 
common or mean, rather the sad^ solitary state of a 
beautiful ruin. One feels the melancholy while passing 
through the little streets, that wind in and out among 
the houses as they climb up towards the country, or 
plunge precipitously down into the depths of the suburb 
of Kèlou-Mad (Good News). Hère there is little to be 
seen but falling walls, scattered ruins covering the waste 
gardens for quite a long distance. Everything reminds 
one of a city crumbling stone by stone, never to rise 
again. Even the inhabitants leave it and emigrate day 
by day, as though some fate lay over it, some curse 
threatened thirteen hundred years ago by the Hermit 
of the Mountain. 

But no, the spirit of Ronan has never abandoned his 
town. On the contrary, he is still its good genius. It 
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is thanks to him that now and again, at long, regular 
intervais, the old place recovers some slight semblance 
of life and cheerfulness. Once in seven jrears, just like 
those dead cities of which one sometimes bears in story, 
Locronan wakes up to find its empty spaces fiUed by a 
crowd of pilgrim& For a week it seems as though the 
gajrest period of its history had returned. And it is the 
Troménie that performs this miracle. 
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CHAPTBR m 

TROMÉNIE is a corruption of Trô-Minihy, and 
signifies ^ Tour of the Refuge/' In the ancient 
church of Brittany, thèse refuges, thèse Minihys, were 
sacred drcles of one, two, three, or more leagues 
surrounding the monasteries, and enjo)dng valuable 
privilèges. That which belonged to the monastery 
of Locronan covered a vast area, encroaching on 
four parishes : Locronan, Quéménéven, Plc^nnec, and 
Plounévez-Porzay. The pilgrimage of the Troménie 
consists in making this tour, following the traditional 
Une that has not varied for centuries. The mountain 
of Locronan seems to be the very centre of the festival, 
for the pilgrims scarcely leave its flank, and its enor- 
mous mass entirely shuts out ail the view. Therefore, 
the faithful, not particularly careful about a dérivation 
whose meaning they hâve lost, connect ''Troménie'' 
with '' Trô-ar-Ménez, which they translate as ''The 
Pardon of the Mountain." 

As to the road they traverse, you hâve no doubt 
guessed already that it is identical with that which 
Ronan the Walker chose during his lifetime. A strange 
track, not really a road at ail, a kind of mystic path, 
scarcely wom, only marked hère and there by calvaries. 
Indeed, it is not everywhere easy to find, but then, in 
an emeigency, the saint himself often undertakes the 
office of guide. 
Q 
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A poor woman told me tfae following story : — 

She had vowed to make the pilgrimage by night, 
and had started forth at dusk, reckoning on the mooa 
to light her on her way. But the moon never came 
out Thick clouds rising from the sea spread over the 
sky. The old woman jonmeyed on nevertheless, stumb- 
ling over atones, sometimes knocking herself against the 
banks. In the midst of the moorland she stopped ; she 
no longer had any idea which way to tum in the dark- 
ness. A great terror seized upon her. She was on 
the point of renouncing her vow, when suddenly she 
heard a pitying voice that gave her courage. 

''Put your feet where I put minel" said the 
voice. 

She tried to see who was speaking^ but in vain. She 
could distinguish nothing save two bare feet of glitterios 
whiteness, that walked before her, and left shining im- 
pressions on the ground. With their assistance she was 
thus enabled to finish her pilgrimage. 

** Be merdfuV she cried, joining her hands ; ^ tell me 
your name, that I may bless it to the hour of mjr 
death.'^ 

'^You hâve just been using it in 3roar litanies^" 
answered the voice. 

And then she understood, and knelt to kiss the feet 
of the saint ; but he had disappeared. 

As early as the twelfth centuty the Troménie took 
rank among the great religious gatherings of Brittany. 
Whole clans came to join in it from the most distant 
places» from the extrême limits of Tr^or, from the 
depths of the country of Vannes. Saint Yves took paît 
in it| accompanied by his inséparable Jehan de Keigoz. 
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Later, the very dukes thought it their duty to show 
themselves at it. The report had already spread that 
it was needfui to hâve been to Locronan in order to 
reach heaven. One year the festival was invested with 
peculiar honour. Splendid noblemen, in rich dothing, 
mounted on gorgeously caparisoned horses, poured out 
from Plogonnec, followed by a multitude of men-at- 
arms, and preceded by a company of trumpeters blowing 
with ail their might They were escorting a litter, from 
which, just as the procession crossed the market-place, 
a tiny little young woman, in the head-dress of the 
period, descended. She was well bred and sprightly» 
with very soft clear eyes, and a pretty obstinate Breton 
forehead. As soon as the relies had passed by she 
came forward and joined a group of farmers' wives, 
who, dressed in red cloth embroidered with gold and 
silver, formed a guard of honour to the statue of Saint 
Anne. Over the rough pebbles of the deep lanes and 
through the prickly gorse of the moorland, she walked 
uncomfortably in her little boots, and every one took 
her for some rich young lady of the town ; but on she 
went, brave and resolute, never uttering a word of com* 
plaint on the roughness of the road. Bending over 
the Book of Hours, held by a neighbour, she chanted 
the canticle in unison with the other voices. And ail the 
length of the Troménie she sang; you would hâve thought 
some sweet nightingale was breathing forth its song from 
between her lips, such grâce and beauty did she give to 
the rude syllables of the Breton verses. The lads who 
carried the banners were continually tuming their heads 
to look at her. Afterwards they discovered that her 
name was the ^ Duchess Anne/' and that she was the 
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wife of the King of France. Grood, dear duchess I I 
hâve often asked people of Trégor about you» and found 
that for them you are nothing but a symboL Yet hère 
in Comonailles your memory still lives, almost your 
person. In a little hut beneath the beech trees, last 
vestige of the forest of Névet, I hâve heard the sabotiers 
speak of you as though they had actually known you. 
They described 3rour face, downy like some beautiitil 
fruiti praised your hair, your smile, your charming 
manner, remembering even the quality of your voice. 
It would take but little to make them believe that they 
were actually présent at that Troménie in whicfa you 
took part. After that, who will dare to doubt the magie 
influence of Ronan? But there are other proofs if 
neededi 

For example, that fantastic Troménie which the 
saint they say conducted in person. Since the previous 
evening a tremendous rain had been falling, and the 
mountain in every direction was wom by torrents. The 
dergy decided that the procession should not take 
place, but had better be deferred till the foUowing 
Sunday. This must hâve offended the irritable Saint 
Ronan, who, during his life, had taken no account of 
the weather when making his morning and evening 
tour. Suddenly the bells began pealing, an unseen choir 
sang the marching h}min, and through the great chuich 
door, which the sacristan swore he had locked, a wave 
of Troménieurs came flowing, then another, and many 
more, an interminable number. Nobody knew who tfaey 
were, nor whence they came. They had yellow, mouldy 
faces ; their dothes were of a quaint, forgotten shape^ 
and gave out a strange, musty smelU They sang witfaont 
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moving their lips, and their voices were faint and far away, 
as though they came from the depths of the earth« At 
their head walked the wonder-working saint. Over hîs 
cloth robe he had donned the episcopal vestments* As 
he walked, the ground dried before him, and the respect- 
ful raîn parted on eîther hand, The great, heavy 
banners spread forth, carried by the stifTened arms of 
mysterious old men, with athletic shonlders, and the 
silky the embroideries, the figures, shone bright as on a 
sunny day. For overhead in the sky there was a hole 
in the clouds, through which the blue appeared, and it 
moved with the procession, keeping just above them 
like a canopy, while eveiywhere else rain fell in torrents. 
• . . Next day, when they looked at the banners, which 
had returned to their cases of their own accord, they 
found that not a drop of rain had touched them. Saint 
Ronan had evidently wished to give his clergy and 
parishioners a good lesson. The warning was taken, 
and, since that day, the pîlgrimage of the Troménie has 
never failed to start at the usual hour, on the proper 
day, whatever the weather may be. 
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CHAPTBB IV 

GENERALLY it is fine, for the festival begins oo 
the second Sunday in July, the pleasantest part 
of the Breton summer. I assisted on the last occasion» 
in 1893. Vety early in the morning I joined the 
Quimper pilgrims, and started by train from Douame- 
nez. We got down at a station called Guengat, a little 
lonely house, surrounded by moor and bog, many kilo^ 
mètres from any town or village. There was only one 
person by way of staff, a woman, whose chief duty coQ- 
sisted in watching a few trucks go by now and again, 
and in listening every evening to the distant Angélus. 
A narrow, stony track led to a countxy road, one of 
those delightful little Breton roads, which, like the race 
itself, go wandering about, loitering round a thousand 
corners, allowing themselves to be guided by their 
fancies, and never coming to any conclusion. We 
walked through luminous shadow, between banks draped 
with a profusion of plants, pale fiowers, long fine 
grasses, hanging like hair. We saw nothing, heard 
nothing, save the moving shadows of the leaves on a 
pathway spangled with sunbeams, and a délicate sound 
of water running through the cress-beds on either side 
of the way. 

Suddenly, through a break, appeared the sacred 
mountain, its rounded summit still steaming with the 
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mists of the morning. Paint silhouettes of pilgrims 
appeared on the top, and along the edges of the slopes. 
Thèse are the solitary pilgrims, the most devout of ail 
it is said, no doubt because more in character with the 
earliest tradition. It was midnight when they began 
their tour of the mountain. Already some are retum- 
ing homeward, their faces a little tired, their clothes 
damp with dew. And hère are we, by the Ifirst calvary 
at the foot of the mountain. On its steps women are 
seatedy breakfasting on brown bread [and bacon. As I 
pass, one of them calls out to me : — 

" Ifs no use hurrying ; you are too late. The saint 
is no longer at home." 

Directly they hâve concluded their dévotions, our 
peasant women are always ready for a joke. 

''Oh, well/' I answer, ''then I shali go and see 
Kébènl" 

''Ah, you will be sure to meet her; where once there 
was one, you will now find five hundred/' 

You must know that the evil repute of the mistress 
of Kemévez has most unjustly descended to ail the 
women of the district ; it has come down like a grease- 
spot through the centuries. 

^ Between Locronan and Quéménéven 
There is not a woman who is not a Kébèn. . . J* 

says a proverb, invented, I suppose, by some gossip of 
a neighbouring town, when the prosperity of the little 
industrial centre caused jealousy ail around. The old 
Celtic exclusiveness remained strong in Brittany, and 
rivalries and race hatreds long existed between village 
and village in ail their cheerful ferocity. 
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I can still hear my ** Cornooaillaises/' laughingi wheo 
I am high up the road But as I go yet higher, I seem 
to enter a région of infinité silence. . . . There is some- 
thing religious in the very air one breatfaes, somedung 
that always enfolds mountain-tops, causing our andent 
Aiyan forefathers to regard them as dwelling-places of 
ihe Most High. The breeze, that cornes in slow, soit 
puffs» is fuU of rare perfume, the fine scent of aromatic 
herbs ; and the groups of douds above look like great 
kneeling figures. . . . Then the sound of a little bell is 
heardy and a voice singing in Breton : — 

" Passer-by, give alms ; for the love of Sîdnt Thé- 
gonneCy give I " 

In the depths of a hut» formed like that of Rouan, 
from interwoven branches, and covered with a sheet by 
way of roof, a man is crouching on a stool — a ** Glazik,*' 
in a new waistcoat embroidered in a broad yellow pat- 
tem. Before him is a table, decorated like an altar, and 
on the table a saint's image, black, smoky — one of those 
rough statues peculiarly dear to the Armoricans, because 
of their very antiquity. A brass plate, half fuU of sous, is 
placed before the ** Icon," to receive oiferings. It is one 
of those mysterious toU-houses that stand hère and 
there along the route of the Troménie. There are sixty 
or seventy of thèse buts scattered over the flank of the 
mountain. The four parishes whose land is induded in 
the ancient '' Minihy," set up thèse shrines to represent 
not only the patron saint of their chorch, but also 
the multitude of lesser saints worshipped in the little 
chapels of their district. Close at hand is a del^ate^ 
whose duty it is to sing a long rigmarole, enumerating 
the virtues and miracles of the saint, the marvellons 
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efficacy of his fountain, somçtitnes to présent fragments 
of his relies to be kissed by pilgrims. The proverb, 
" Each one preaches his particular ssûnt,'' never had a 
more direct and literal fulfilment. Thus the cuit of 
Saint Ronan becomes a source of profit to ail the 
worshipping places of the neighbourhood. But I should 
not like you to look at this ancient custom simply from 
its money-making point of view. A belief has spread 
through the whole peninsula that the saints of each 
canton ought to visit each other on the days of their 
respective pardons. If they are not taken, it is said 
that they will go of their own accord. Fishermen of 
the Trégor coast hâve assured me that they hâve seen 
Our Lady of Fort-Blanc going at night by sea to the 
great votive festival of Our Lady of La Clarté. So we 
need not be surprised if the statues of Urlou, G>rentin, 
Thujen, Thégonnec, and many other wonder-workers, 
old-established neighbours of Ronan, leave their chapels 
on the day of the Troménie, and corne to sainte him on 
the borders of his own territory 1 It would be cruel to 
grudge them any little alms they receive in addition ; 
they are so poor, the good old saints, and their little 
rustic chapels are so misérable I • . • 

Just at this spot the legendaiy path crosses theroad. 
At one of the corners of intersection there rises a rude 
cross, eut ail in one pièce, made perhaps from some 
menkir, or more probably from one of those blocks 
of granité called '* Lec'h," which, during the first âges 
of Christianity, served to mark sepuldires. It is the 
tomb of Kébèn. . • . The grass round about is thin 
and scorched ; no fiowers ever flourish there, even the 
brambles shrink away from it ; and people follow thdr 
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example, crossing themselves as they huny past, for 
who can tell i^ in spite of the heavy monolith that 
weighs her down, the rebellious spirit shut up there 
may not suddenly burst forth like a volcano 7 How- 
ever, I saw one old woman kneel before it, knowing 
what she was about, too, for to her daughter, who re- 
monstrated, she answeredy ** You are still young ; when 
you hâve been longer in the school of life^ you will 
hâve learned pity I " 

Troménieurs are passing every moment, grav^ 
bare-headed| hat in one hand, chaplet in the otber. 
They walk silently, without exchanging a single wofd ; 
the Troménie is a silent Pardon, ''Un Pardon Muetl" 
From their fixed, absent gaze, it is easy to guess 
that each soûl is absorbed in silent prayer that 
nothing can disturb ; not even the splendid view, 
which, seen from this height, seems to reach away 
into the distance like the moving, tinted rays of some 
gorgeous fan. They walk alone or in groups. New a 
family with ail its members, now a whole village, a dan 
of labourers joumeying en masse, men, women, cbil- 
dren, and dogs. The profiles stand out for a moment 
with singular deamess against the délicate blue of the 
sky, then vanish into the folds of the mountain. 

One of the principal sections of the route is that 
which leads from the tomb of Kébèn to the Stooe 
Mare. The track passes between gorse bushes^ crosses 
some abandoned quarries, skirts a field or two of ' black 
corn," and finally loses itself in a moor— a huge stretch 
of dry grass, shining in the sun like a great mirror, over 
which clouds cast broad shadows. In the midst oi this 
space crouches the granité monster, and it really bas 
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the strange colossal form of some prehistoric animal 
The cuit of which it is the object certainly goes back to 
a time long before the Christian era. Every one knows 
how deeply Celtic mythology was tinged with naturalisai. 
Every object of nature seemed divine to the Celt, trees 
springs and rocks. Thèse andent ideas still live in the 
heart of the Breton of to-day. Christianity has either 
based itself upon them, or incorporated them in its teach- 
ing. Not being able to destroy them, it has absorbed 
them, and it is not needful to dig very deep in the 
soûl of the race to find the original foundation. As for 
this stone of Ronan, it has long been associated with 
fruit-giving powers. It is not very many years since 
young wives would corne hither during the first months 
of marriage to rub themselves against it, and childless 
women would sleep upon it for three consécutive nights, 
in the hope of at last knowing the joys of motherhood. 
In thèse days they are supposed to hâve given up thèse 
practices, but I doubt if they are as entirely dead as 
they seem to be. 

The pilg^ms of the Troménie generally content 
themselves with making a tour of the sacred stone. 
But the more religions, and people suflfering from fevers 
and nervous maladies, seat themselves in a hoUow of 
the rock — a sort of natural chair, sculptured by the 
rain, and used by Ronan during his hours of rest and 
méditation. From it he enjoyed one of the most beau- 
tiful of panoramas. The old hermits of the Armorican 
legend were certainly no morose ascetics, with a contempt 
for the beauties of nature. Rather do they make us 
think of the <' RJchis '' of India. The austerities of the 
anchorite existence never destroy either delicacy of 
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feeling or freshness of imagination. If they sought 
solitude, no doubt it was in order to approach nearer 
to God, but also to enter into doser and more direct 
contact withf the shy beauty of the world. They were 
poets as well as saints. The magie of nature bewitcbed 
them. Legend shows them to us, joumeying for days 
and months before finally choosing a dwdling-place. 
Sometimes we hear that a stone rolled before them ; 
that is to say, some higher instinct guided thent They 
would wait before building their cell till they came across 
a country that realized their dreams. Some required 
widespread horizon, others preferred the mystery of the 
valleys, whispering with rustling waters and shivering 
leaves. They nearly always arranged so as to hâve 
an opening toward the sea. In fact, a great maoy of 
their shrines are situated on the coast, the ''Armer." 
They loved the sea for its own sake, just because it 
was the sea, the only thing in the world, perhaps, of 
which one never tires, and also because it was as tbe 
visible face of that etemity that possessed their souk 
Finally, perhaps, because its far-o£f waves bathed their 
native land, the great doudy isles of Ireland or of 
Great Britain, whence the Saxon scourge had driven 
them. On home-sick evenings, how often must their 
thoughts hâve traversed the tossing billowy waves 
towards the bdoved monasteries of lona, Clonard, 
Laniltud, Bangor. . . • 

Before the eyes of Ronan, the Bay of Douamenex 
«-or, to speak as a Breton, The Bay, for in their opinioo 
it is the only one— spread its lovely curve, while the fine 
sand on the shore sparkled, and the great promontories 
rose one after another, bold and rugged, dying away into 
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the distant waters. It is easy to understand the affec- 
tion the saint acqaired for this slope of the mountain. 
There is not a spot in ail Brittany whence the eye may 
roam more freely over an etemal, yet changing landscape. 

I reached the town in the company of a tottering, 
feeble old grandmother, who leaned one hand on her 
pilgrim staff, and the other on the shoulder of a boy of 
twelve or thirteen years, her great-grandson« The child 
shuffled along in clothes much too large for him, clothes 
that had descended, almost new, from some elder brother 
lost at sea. He had a funny little manner, very wide- 
awake, with something of an old man in his expression, 
and a curiously grave way of looking at one, that was 
full of far-away and prématuré sadness. 

** He is just about to start on a long voyage," the 
good woman explained, ** so I hâve been to présent him 
to Saint Ronan. This is the ninth Troménie I hâve 
been to I Yes, this path bas seen me pass nine times, 
with my husband, my sons, and the sons of my sons. 
I hâve moumed every one of them, and hâve buried 
none. They are ail in the cemetery that bas no cross, 
This is the last remaining to me. I bave a fancy that 
the sea will take him like the others. It seems very 
hard, but every one must work out his fate." . . • 

The little lad said nothing, only smiled vaguely at 
the booths set up in the square ; and the sea, at the 
foot of the hills, lay green and glittering with gold, 
fasdnating, singing like an exquisite siren, a catcher 
of men. 

From without, the church of Locrpnan, chiefly built 
in the fifteenth century, bas ail the grandeur and size 
of a cathedral. Within, it is very curions. It is entered 
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through a vast porch, beneath a wide, round aichway. 
From tfae veiy sill one is consdous of âge, decay, and 
height — of solitary^ rude height Great shadows gather 
in the vaultit^» creep along the walls. It suggests to 
the mind some dark wood, pierced hère and there by 
green shafts of light The awe of sacred foiests per- 
vades it The mossy pillars look like those petrified 
trees of which the legend tells, or of the church of some 
drowned city, Tolente, Ker-Is, or Occismor ; so do the 
walls breathe out moisture ; so is the light which bathes 
them, strange, ghostly, and dusk. 

The chapel of the Pénity, beside the nave;, shines 
with a brighter glow. There, on a slab of Kersanton, is 
the efBgy of the anchorite, the roughly sculptured sacer- 
dotal figure of Ronan. The features, though rude^ are 
beautifully serene ; his great, intemipted dreams still 
melting in his fixed eyes. One of his hands holds a 
pastoral staff, the other a Book of Hours. A priest is 
offidating at the altar. He blesses the congrq^adoni 
and the processipn round the tomb b^ns. The pUgrims 
pass in a close Une, more women than men, and most 
of them from the région of Douarnenez. 

They are fresh, rosy, like mother-o'-pearl, with grey 
eyes, the blue-grey of the flax-blossom. The cap that 
surrounds the face gives an air of sincerity and 
mysticism. One by one they touch with their fore- 
heads the shuttle-shaped reliquaiy that is held by a 
deacon, then, tuming toward the stone hermit, press 
their fresh lips, red with the mountain breezes, on his 
cheèk. 

And this is Ronan's true revenge I 

According to Celtic belief, woman is an exquisite 
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and perverse sorceress, endowed with irrésistible super- 
natural powers, able to take entire possession of man, 
without in any way giving over control of herself. Dur 
popular poets bave always sung about her with sad 
résignation, as their tragic love-songs testify. The saints 
ever feared this siren, considering her an insurmountable 
barrier between themselves and holiness. Efflam, for 
instance, constrained by his father to chose a wife, was so 
terrified by the beauty of Enora that he fainted on the 
floor of the bridai chamber. Without the aid of an 
angel» he would never hâve had the courage to flee. 
Enora having foUowed him across the perilous deep, 
he refused to listen to her voice, and had û, cell built 
for her on the other side of the hill. Envel showed 
himself no less pitiless towards his sister Jûna ; never 
once did he visit her in her cell, though they were 
only separated by the breadth of the valley. He 
only came to know of her death because the bell 
she used to ring at the hour of prayer ceased 
sounding. 

Despised, anathemattzed by the s^nts, it was but 
natural that women resented such treatment More 
than once we hear of naughty tricks they played, and 
we hâve seen with what hatred Kébèn pursued Ronan. 
Indeed, I hâve not told the whole story. One legend says 
that she publicly accused him of wishing to seduce her. 
We know how she treated him after his death, and it is 
ssdd that the mark of the dirty racket reappears each 
Troménie, on the left cheek of the granité corpse. This 
it is, this ineffaceable injury, that the girls of Comouailles 
come every seven years to try and wipe away with their 
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And now the bells are ringing. A death-kndl 
sounds throagh the church, with stow, sad strokes^ a 
choir of priests entones the prayers for the dead. The 
Troménie is not only a pilgrimage for the living ; the 
dead who did not succeed in accomplishing it duriog 
life, rise up from the Land of Soûls and corne to take 
part in it Be sure, that among the people of flesh and 
blood kneeling on those stones, there are scattered a 
host of shadowSy risen from the churchyards. A cold 
breath that makes one shudder, a musty scent that 
suddenly fills the atmosphère» and other suggestive 
signs, announce the approach of the dead, the mjrsterious 
coming of the ** Anaon.*' In the porch, a woman of 
Plogonnec tells me how, last Troménie, as she was 
praying, she felt cold fingers tickling the back of hef 
nedc Looking round, she almost fainted with surprise 
at finding herself face to face with her husband, whom 
she had buried the year before, and for whose soûl she 
had just been saying a De Profundis. ''I was goiog 
to speak to him; but no doubt he saw that in my 
e3res, for he suddenly vanished" 

The best place to enjoy the sight of the High tf ass 
is from the top of the steps leading to the great portai 
Through the open doors one can look ri^t up the 
nave to the choir, where, behind a forest of high piUars, 
shines, as it were, a dazzling glade, bathed in goMen 
sunshine, A wave of rough heads, clothed in the loi^ 
hair of the Celt, risés in front Behind corne the 
women, prostrate in ail kinds of attitudes. The wings 
of their caps tremble as the light falls upon them 
through the painted Windows, dyeing them ail manner 
of délicate shades. They look Uke a flight of sea-birds 
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caught in the church. And the singing drags on like 
a Sound of weeping, singing for ail the world resembling 
that of some ancient pagan ritual, veiy soleouii and 
very sweet 

From twelve o'clock to two there is an interlude. 
It is an exhausting Pardon, the Troménie, one where 
neither fatigue nor trouble is spared. Not only does it 
give indulgences, but a splendid appetite. The strong 
mountain air, sharpened by the sea-breeze and some 
five leagues of ravine and moor, would expand the 
stomach of even a townsman, still more that of a 
peasant Besides, there are no religious festivals in 
Brittany but hâve some élément of merry-making. 
Therefore, while the church is empty, the inns are fuU. 
Find a place if you can ! Some settle down outside the 
town, in the shadow of a bit of wall, one of the ivy-clad 
ruins that scatter the country far and wide. The one 
hôtel of the place, whose old front seems hopelessly 
mouming the death of the diligences, has put ont its 
white awning as though for a wedding. There I 
lunch with the more-important Troménieurs, owners of 
fisheries, or rich farmers; people of Plonéis, Trèboul, 
Kerlaz, and Ploaré. Little breezes flutter the doths, 
and set ail the loose white things flapping around us. 
The crowd in the square goes and comes, growing 
more excited with its own noise as the minutes 
succeed each other, and a pious gladness begins to 
thrill the air. One thing is very noticeable^ in the 
whole huge human buzzing there is not a single 
b^gar's voice, not one of those misérable lamentations 
that haunt the ear at ail the other Pardons of Brittany. 
The exhibitors of wounds, real or pretended, are seen 

R 
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neither în the town of Locronan, nor on any portion of 
the pilgrimage route. The Xroménîe îs arranged so as 
to discourage the infirm, the cripples, the deformed, the 
lame of ail kinds. Before ail things, it is the festival 
of the nimble. 
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OHAPTEB V 

YEARS ago, the honour of canying the great banners 
in the procession of Saint Ronan was fought for 
with fists and penn-baz. Happy the parish whose 
champion won; for seven years it was sare of un- 
equalled prosperity. For seven years, only boys, 
bread-eamersy strong and useful, would be born there ; 
the floors of the granaries would break beneath the 
weight of each harvest ; the boats would return each 
evening laden with marvellous fish; and ail hearts 
would flourish exempt from care, as in an earthly para- 
dise. So the struggle for the banners grew more than 
once into a bloody struggle . . • chests were crushed, heads 
were broken. At last the dergy judged it necessary to 
send for assistance to hâve it stopped But the présence 
of the soldiersy far from quieting the people, exasperated 
them. Every one took it for an attempt to control 
their liberties, and more, as an insuit to the sacred 
festival. Why did not people leave them to arrange 
things among themselves? Indeed, what business 
had thèse intruders, thèse '' Gallots," at the glorifica- 
tion of Ronan ? 

The Bretons worship their saints with a jealous 
worship. A wave of revolt passed through thèse excited 
brains ; a hue and cry was raised against '' Les enfants 
de Marie Robin," as the gendarmes are called in this part 
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of the country. At the Troménie held on July the 
I4th, 174/9 a regular riot broke out, of which the offidal 
account in ihe public archives has preserved the re- 
membrance. The gendarmes were pursued with showers 
of stones, and could only save themselves by the speed 
of their horses. 

'' Dao I • • . Dao I . • •" yelled the pilgrims ; which 
the Sire Dugas translates in his soldierly style as» " Let 
us charge them again t let us plunder them I ^ 

Nowada3rSy things are managed in a much more 
orderly fashion. The honour of bearing the banner is 
still a party matter, only it is paid for, goîng to the 
highest bidder. It is less démocratie, no doubt; but 
fewer heads are broken, fewer vests left in rags. Dévotion 
has lost scarcely anything, and the treasury of the saint 
has gained money, which, supplemented by the State, 
will perhaps help to repair the church, or even replace 
the spire that once crowned the towen 

But hark ! . . . the old parish clock is striking. The 
bells hâve only been awaiting its sound to break forth 
ail together, and meny carillons answer from distant 
churches and chapel^ hidden under the woodland 
cover. 

From out the porch come heavy old banners, 
with enormous staves, round which the fingers of the 
bearers are straining. They bend to issue from the 
arch, sweeping the ground with their fringes, then, raised 
with difficulty, fiU out suddenly, like widespread sails. 
A shiver runs through the old silks; the sunshine 
sparkles on their golden spangles. The holy saints upon 
them seem to blink their eyes in the rays of the blessed 
sun, which they hâve not faced for seven years. Gradually 
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the procession forms. At the head march the gold and 
silver crosses, fumished withllittle bells that keep tinkling, 
tinkling perpetually, just as Ronan's little iron bell did 
once. It is there now, the magical bell, but dumb and 
motionless, resting on a velvet cushion, preceded by a 
figure of the saint How they hâve smothered him in 
episcopal omaments, for which, during life, he showed 
such disdain I I think he would hâve looked grander 
and more natural in his dark wooUen robe, the colour of 
a beast's skin, the front half of his head shaven, in 
accordance with the canon of the Ceitic tonsure, and in 
his hands, in place of a crosier, the staff of his unend- 
ing pilgrimage. A long long Une of saints foUow. Then 
corne the reliquaries, little gilt Noah's Arks, carried on 
rolling shoulders. Last of ail appear the priests, and 
foUowing on their heels, rough and tumbled, surges the 
crowd. 

The drums and fifes give the signal to start; and 
under the sun» which darts its rays between the grey 
fronts of the houses, transfiguring them joyfuUy, the 
pageant unfolds its splendid, silent throng. The sky, 
the mountain, the sea, shine with the same fair light, 
broken only hère and there at rare intervais by great 
sheets of purple shadow falling from the moving clouds. 
Everything in this fluid atmosphère seems, in a measure, 
molten. Nothing bounds the view ; the distance fades 
and dissolves away. 

But already we are plunging into the little lanes. 
We hâve left behind us the high-road, with its dust and 
its glare ; the rustic shrines, which the clergy in passing 
salute with a hymn ; we hâve tumed our backs to the 
mountain, and to the light . . . The earth is more and 
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more hollowed out beneath our footsteps. It is almost 
a sepulchral way, paved with granité bones* On dtha 
side high banks lean toward each other, and above them 
thick boughs interlace, and strange old stumps, look- 
ing as though they had been sculptured, twist and cross 
like the beams of an ancient manor-hoose. No longer can 
the sunlight enter ; it is with difficulty that the mysteri- 
ous twilîght filters through the branches to scatter hère 
and there pale, silver tears. Every one walks silentlyi 
men and women glide quietly along with the furtive 
hurried movement of phantoms. '' It seems almost like 
being in purgatory 1 " murmurs a peasant, with a si^ 
of relief^ when, the giddy descent finished, we find otir- 
selves once more beneath the open sky. And it wonld 
be difficult to give a better idea of the superstidoos 
anxiety that seems to haunt everybody on this part of 
the joumey. 

And now evers^thing is light once more, light and 
living. We paddle gailyithrough damp meadows ; we 
cross bogs on stems of iris» reeds, genista, eut this 
moming by the neighbouring shepherds ; we pass 
through farmyardSy where girls are leaning their elbows 
on the wells, bowl in hand, offering drink to thirsty 
pilgrims. We traverse the territory of Kemévez, on 
the borders of Quéménéven. There the shadow of 
Këbèn still rests ; there is her washing-pool, under the 
willows ; there, too, the stone on which she used to 
kneel on washing days. The trace of her knees cao 
still be seen, and they say that at midnight, on moon- 
light nights, she still appears, wringing her windiog- 
sheet between her skeleton fingers, squeezing firom it 
a horrible mixture of pus and blood At ail events, the 
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curse that wetghs on her has not descended to the place 
where she lived, for it is one of the most exquisite corners 
of the country, with rich meadows, an oœan of corn, 
avenaes of superb beech trees. Hère the Troménie rests 
pleasantly before gathering its forces together to make 
the great assault on the mountain. 

From this side the Menez rises, apparently inacces- 
sible. It has ail the steep abruptness of those heights 
on which the ancients bullt their holy places. Cross- 
bearers and carriers of banners attack it straight before 
them boldly» as though they were chaiging it Do not 
imagine it is by way of showing off thdr strength. 
Unless they dimbed this goat's path almost in a breath 
they would sink exhausted halAvay. The drums and 
fifes do their best to cheer them, and the procession 
foUows as best it can, helter-skdter, panting, flushed. 

How good it feels to breathe the air on high, to fiU 
one's Inngs with the breeze from the Atlantic, and to 
aniff the freshness that is rising from the West at the 
first approach of evening ! . • • 

The spot we hâve reached on the high ground has 
kept the name of ^ Plaç-ar-C'hom." Kébén must hâve 
had a strong arm to send the hom of Ronan's ox flying 
air this distance with one blow of her racket The cart 
that bore the corpse of the saint stopped, they say, for a 
few moments at this place, no doubt in order to allow 
the hennit to cast one last look over his favourite view. 
About ten years ago a statue was erected to him hère. 
But it was a great mistake not to hâve sculptured it 
after the expressive manner of the early Breton image- 
makers. Against the pedestal leans a pulpit, whence 
a priest is about to preach to the crowd. It will be 
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a regular ** Sermon on the Mount '' in ihe midst of a 
countiy equal in delicacy» and in sober harmony of con- 
tour, to the most beautifiil spots in Galilée. While wait- 
ing for the sermon to begin, the pilgrims rest beneath the 
tents set up by neighbouring innkeepers, or lie tired ont 
on the grasSy drunk with the sunshine, but never ceasing 
thdr prayers. The sermon ended» they will reform the 
procession, and descend the other slope of the Menez 
by the moorland paths I trod this moming, only reaching 
Locronan as the first stars are showing. 

I cannot hear the preacher, but I hâve no difBculty 
in imagining the simple, moving things he finds to say 
in such a place, to such an audience, at this holy hour of 
sunset, so suitable for the setting forth of the legend of 
a country that has never lost her faith, even if to her 
eyes it is not ail the truth. . . . 

The banners, the crosses, are lying against the 
banks. • . • The Bay of Douamenes stretches sileot, 
pale in the evening light, striped with those blue-water 
marks that are the veins of the sea. Fantastic promon- 
tories rise crowding about the water, and grow little 
by little nearer to one another, like walls endosing the 
horizon. Far-away songs, tinkling bells, announce that 
the pilgrims are once more on the marcL And now ail 
is still, even the wind. A great peace settles down with 
the coming of grey twilight Shore, plain, valleys, die 
out, drowned in shadow. Only the great top of the 
sacred mountain rises clear above a bed of cloud, sur- 
rounded by a nimbus of dying light. 
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BOOK V.— SAINTE ANNE DE LA 

PALUDE 

THE PARDON OF THE SEA 

DSDICATSD TO ALKXANDRA VASSILISVNA 

OHAPTEB I 

THE first time I visited the sanctuary of La Palude 
was in winter. I travelled ihere from Châteaulin 
in tlie shabby hooded cart of a peasant It was a grey, 
rainy afternoon, as melancholy as any dusk. The man 
who drove had a bearing much the same colour as the 
sky. Ail one could see of him was a huge hat with 
broken brims, and a checked farmer's coat, in which ail 
his body was wrapped as though in a blanket Neither 
going nor returning was I able to extract one word 
from him. To each of my questions he responded 
simply by a grunt However, if he did not speak, he 
certainly whistled. The whole length of the joumey he 
whistled without once leaving off, and always the same 
tune, some shepherd's song, despairingly monotonous. 
I still seem to be listening to it A little Crozon girl, 
who was on her way back from Lourdes, shared the 
carriage with me. She was to get out somewhere 
in the neighbourhood of Menez Hom. But she, too^ 
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persisted in a grim silencei her face hidden ander the 
hood of a thick black cloth mantle, and in her hands 
a chaplet of large beads (a souvenir of the south), which 
she told by dozens, with a constant, surreptitious move- 
ment Over her thin lips prayers came silently wander- 
ing, and her eyes were kept lowered ; no doubt to prevent 
the escape of those ecstatic visions she had gathered on 
her pilgrimage. Her narrow forehead, quite pare in 
shape, was bounded by the bar-like line of her eyebrows. 
I should hâve liked to hâve heard her aocount of the 
broady melancholy country througfa which we were 
passing, unknown as it was to me, though to her its 
every détail must hâve been familiar. But I saw at 
once that she was one of those little savages of the 
Breton coast who look upon ail men dressed in town 
garments^ even though they speak the same languagi^ 
as foreigners, suspicions characters. So I did not 
trouble to disturb her in her prayers. It was a carions 
joumey; what the Bretons call, "A Joumey through 
Purgatory/' no doubt because of the ghostly aspect that 
ail distant objects take under the lowering, troobled 
skies, drowned in cloud 

First we crossed a séries of plains in a bare ooantrjr, 
bristling hère and there with sombre soot-coloured 
pines, last survivors of a long-vanished forest To right 
and left lay the rounded backs of hills, like the immense 
tombs of some prehistoric âge. I hâve since leamedthe 
names of thèse strange caims ; nearly every one is called 
after the name of some saint Rising fSrom tbeir som* 
mits, or crouching on their flanks, are chapeis, iittl^ 
deserted, ruinous prayer-houses, where some oldbarbarous 
statue is enthroned, and where the bell only wakes up 
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once a year, to ring for a Low Mass on the day of the 
Pardon. If we are to believe the legend, Gildas himself 
had his cell on one of thèse heights — Gildas, the apostle 
of véhémence» the Jeremiah of the Breton émigration. 
It is said that his great shade prowls, restless, through 
this région, and that sometimes on tempestuous nights his 
angry voice may be heard mingling with the storm-wind. 

At the inn of The Three Ducks the carnage 
stopped. We were at the foot of Menez Hom. The 
Crozon girl got down, paid the man, and disappeared 
into a fold of the mountain, while we branched off 
toward the sea. We were now among wooded meadows, 
fidds bordered by thick banks, above which from time 
to time the roof of a farm, surrounded by oak trees, rose ; 
but still the country was dumb and forsaken. We 
passed through two or three villages without seeing a 
sottl, then once more the face of the country grew bare. 
There were more trees, but fewer signs of labour* A sharp 
breeze struck us in the face, flocks of white birds passed 
Q% uttering strange cries, a kind of hoarse yelp ; then 
the Sound of a strong, wild breathing arose, and through 
a hoUow between the dunes I caught sight of the océan. 
It seemed to hâve a narrow look, répulsive and foolish, 
threatening and tearful. ** Are we there ? '' I asked the 
man, seeing him get down from his seat 

''Yes!" said he, shortly, without interrupting his 
whistling. And to tell the truth the road seemed to 
end there, before a ruined arch. Beyond, was a court- 
yard, at the end of which a very ancient manor-house 
was sinking into decay. It had ail the appearance of 
being deserted. My entrance sent a crowd of chickens 
fiying. The beaten earth was strewn with tools and 
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farm-implements of ail kinds. I had to dimb over a 
plough that was lying wrong side up ; fishing-nets were 
hung up to dry on the teeth of a harrow along by 
the wall ; and mattocks and quany-men's picks wert 
scattered among oars, pulleys, stumps of masts, remains 
of récent wreckage that still smelt of tar and sait I 
imagined that I must hâve made a mistake, and hâve 
entered the bam instead of the dwelling» and I was 
going to tum back, when face to face with me, sproog 
from I know not where, I saw a little giri of some twelve 
years old, with a wan face and green, phosphorescent 
eyes, who, putting her finger on her lips, made a s^ 
to me not to speak. 

*' My father is asleep/' she murmured ; ** for God's 
sake take care not to wake him«" 

She pointed to a cupboard-bed at the other end of 
the room, the only good pièce of furniture in the whole 
poor place. A human form was lying there, stiff as a 
corpse. A wet cloth covered his face, and the hands, 
that were stretched flat on the chaff mattress, were soiled 
with earth and mud. 

" What is the matter with your father ? ** 
''The day before yesterday, when he was cotning 
from market, a little tipsy, I fancy, the waggon went 
over his body. Since then he has never ceased groan- 
ing day or night, except just now, when I put this linen 
on his face. This is the first time I hâve seen him 
get any rest at ail." 

** And you hâve not sent for the doctor ? " 
To this very natural question, the horrified gtrl 
replied by a start of dismay, and fixed her bright, wild- 
cat's eyes upon me. 
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" We are in the countiy of Saint Anne, hère/* saîd 
she. ''Why do you speak of a doctor? Is not the 
Mother of La Palude the most powerful of ail healers ? 
She will know perfectly well, without anybody's help, 
how to cure my father, who is her own farmer. Three 
times I hâve dipped that cloth in the sacred fountain» 
each time with a pra3^r, and you can see for yourself 
what good it has done. What need is there of any 
other medicine ? " 

For fear of disturbing the învalid she had not raised 
her voicei but it was vibrating with deep faith, and 
perhaps with a little irritation against myself, for she 
addedy in a rather hostile tone — 

** If you hâve corne for the key you may as well go ; 
the chapel is open/' 

As I went toward the chapel, I pictured to myself 
an ancient house of prayer, half hidden by the sand- 
dunes — one of those old oratories of which I had found 
so many along the coast between Douamenez and Pen- 
marc'h, low walled, with Windows close to the ground, and 
massive roof, bomb-proof, so to speak^ capable of braving 
the angry tumult of the winds for long centuries. It 
was quite a new church that I found I When I say new, 
I mean it had been lately rebuilt, for in Brittany every- 
^hig grows to look old at once. The granité walls, 
soaked by the rain, had taken once more their old lava 
tints. The door was open, and I entered. A bare in- 
terior, no poetry, no mystery. Pale daylight, and the 
moumful cleanliness of a well-kept house, whose owner 
is almost always absent Hère and there stood modem 
statues, common and prétentions. Aiter ail the marvels 
that had been told me of this place of pilgrimage, I 
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could not help feeling a strong sensé of disappointment 
I was aboat to tara away, when a little tremulous coogii 
made me look back, and I saw at the foot of a pillar 
on the south side a human figure, beat almost double. 
It was one of those poor old women whose type is &st 
disappearing, and who are now but rarely to be met 
with, save now and then, beside the sacred fountaios. 
She was prasring before an image that I had not peiceived 
ttll then. On the pedestal was this inscription :— 

"Sainte Anne, 1543.** 

Ail kinds of extraordinary ex-voto offerings \mg 
from, and leaned against, the wall— cnitches» woollea 
epaulets, stained bits of linen, wax legs. . « • 

I was struck by the resemblance between the sup- 
pliant and the saint, the one half petrified, the other 
stone. They had the same features, the same attitude, 
and in thdr faces there was the same hopdessness, 
the sign of sad résignation so distinctive of the old 
women of that neighbourhood Their dress, aiso, vas 
similar, grey hooded cloak and red-brown skirt, apron 
with a large bib pinned beneath the armpits. It was an 
opportunity for assuring myself that the local costume 
had .s^aried little since the sixteenth centuiy. And 
beside this^ I had chanced on one of those curious 
instances, perhaps the most curious» of Breton art, 
where the image-maker, belonging to, and working 
among the peasant class, had chosen his models from 
his immédiate surroundings. This explains the inno- 
cent realism of the greater number of the figures that 
they hâve left, the intensely lifelike effect they produc^ 
the race-impress with which they are marked. This is 
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why tfae heads of the Breton saints seem copies of tliose 
of the peasants, and tliat when we ç^ one of the wan- 
dering singers outside the door of a chapel, we ask 
ourselves whether he is not one of the apostles corne 
down from his pedestal in the porch. 

The poor old woman got up at my approach, hold- 
ing some birch twigs tied t(^etiher with a bit of tough 
haïky with which she beg^ carefully dusting the stone 
floon 

" Do you knoW}'' ssud I, ^ that yon and Saint Anne 
are as alike as two sisters ? " 

'' I am a grandroother, as she was,** answered she ; 
*and then, thank God, she was also a Breton." 

^ Saint Anne a Breton I Are you sure of that, my 
old godmother ? " 

She looked at me with her bright eyes through her 
loDgf gi*^ lashes, and said, in a pitying tone :--* 

''It is very easy to see that you corne from the 
town. Townspeople are always so ignorant; they 
despise us who live out here^ because we do not know 
how to read their books ; but as for themselves, what 
would they know about the country unless we were 
hère to teadi them ? • • . Why yes, of course Saint 
Anne was a Breton* • • • Go to the Château Moëllien, 
and they will show yon the room that she lived in when 
she was queen of this country. For she was a queen ; 
she was even a duchess» and tAaf^ let me tell you, is a 
very grand title. They always used to bless her in the 
cottages, because of her bounty and her infinité com- 
passion for the poor and misérable. Her husband, on 
the other hand, was a hard man. He was jealous of his 
wife^ and did not wish her to hâve any children. When 
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he found that she was goiog to be a mother, he fdl 
into a great passion» and drove her from hîs house ooe 
nîght in the middie of winter, as though she had been a 
beggar, so that it is a wonder that she did not die in tfae 
frozen rain. 

^Homeless and misérable, she was wandering on 
stiaight before her, when in the Bay of Tréfentec, at the 
foot of this sand-hill, she saw a ship of light, lying quite 
quietly, though the sea was very stormy ; and in the 
stem of the vessel stood a white angel, spreading his 
wings by way of sails. 

"Said the angel to the saint: 'Make haste aad 
corne aboard, so that we may set sail, for the time is 
drawing nigh/ 

^' Where areyou going to take me? ' asked she. 

"* ' The wind will settle that. The Will of God is in 
the wind/ 

'* So they sailed away to the coast of Judsa, landîng 
at the port of Jérusalem, and, a few days afterwards, Anne 
gave birth to a daughter, whom God intended to be the 
Vii^n. Her mother brought her up piously, taught her 
her letters from a book of canticles, and trained her to 
be good in body and soûl, so that she might be worthy 
of serving as the Mother of Jésus. Then, when her task 
was over, feeling herself growing old, she prayed to 
Heaven, sa)ring : — 

'" I am longing for my Breton people. Before I die let 
me see my parish, and the sea-beach of Plounévez-Porzay, 
that is so dear to my eyes t ' 

** Her wish was granted. The ship of light came back 
for her, with the same angel at the helm ; only he was 
dressed in black, so as to show the saint that she waF 
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now a widowy the Lord of Moëllien having died during 
her absence. 

''The people of tfae castle had assembled on the shore 
to welcome their mistress with great démonstrations of 
joy, but she dismissed them at once. 

** * Go/ said she ; ' go and give ail my goods to the 
poor !' 

^ She had made up her mind to finish her earthly 
days in poverty. And so after that, she lived hère, on 
this bare sand-dune, in a state of continuai prayer. The 
light of her eyes shone far over the waters like a ray of 
moonlight On stormy evenings she was the safeguard 
of the fishers. With a gesture she would still the sea, 
and make the waves lie down in their beds like a flock 
of sheep in a stable. 

''Jésus, her grandson, undertook the journey to 
Basse Bretagne on purpose to see her. He came with 
His disciples Peter and John to ask for her blessing 
before going to Calvary. The parting between them 
was vcry sad ; Anne wept tears of blood, and Jésus for 
some time was unable to console her. At last He 
said — 

"'Remember your Bretons, grandmother. Speak, 
and I will give them for your sake whatever blessing 
you like to ask.' 

" Then the saint dried her tears. ' Ah, well,' said 
she, 'let a church be consecrated to me on this spot. 
So far as its spire can be seen, and so far as its bdl 
can be heard, may ail sick bodies, ail suffering soûls, 
alive or dead, find peace 1 ' 

" ' It shall be as you wish,' answered Jésus. 

"Then, to lay greater stress on His promise, He 

9 
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struck His walkiog-staiF into the sand, and immediatdy, 
from the dry side of the sand-dune, a fountsun sprang 
fortk It has been flowing ever since, inexhaustible ; 
whoever drinks with faith of that water feels a delicioas 
freshness flow through his limbs and his heart becoines 
young once more. 

** One evening there was great grief throughont the 
land. The sky was covered by a thick mist, the sea 
uttered sobs that were almost human. Saint Anne was 
dead. The women of the neighbourhood came in pro- 
cession, with pièces of fine linen in which to shroud her. 
But in vain they sought her body; they found no 
trace of it There was great consternation, and tbe 
old people murmured sadly : — 

'^'She has gone away for good and ail. She has 
not even left her remains to our land ; surely it must be 
because some one has inadvertently failed in some 
way/ 

''This thought saddened them greatly. Then 
suddenly the news spread that some fishermen had 
found in their nets a sculptured stone. When it was 
cleared from the mass of shells and seaweed that 
covered it, every one recognized the image of the saint 
As at that time there was no chapel at La Falude^ 
it was decided to take it to the church of the nearest 
town. For this purpose it was placed on a litter. It 
was so light that four children were able to carry it as 
far as the fountain, but they were not able to take it 
any fiirthen The more they tried to lift it the heavier 
it became^ and the old folks said — 

" ' It is a sign ; we must build her house hère.' 

" There, my good gentleman I that is the true history 
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of Anne de la Palude of Plounévez«Porzay. I leamed 
it of my mother, who heard it from hers, at a time 
when such past events used to be piously handed down 
from memory to memory." 

The good old créature, while talking, had been 
sweeping, gathering the dust together in little handfuls, 
and storing it in the corner of her apron. After having 
told me about the saint, she proceeded to speak of her 
own life, her long, monotonous, empty, silent, poverty- 
stricken life, bare as the sanctuary that she had just 
finiahed sweeping so carefuUy. It was terrible, it was 
tragic, because of its very simplicity. A brief joy 
hère and there, one of those short-lived h'ttle flowers 
that in springtime star the grass of the dunes; then 
mouming again, death-knells ; and over aU the grinding 
of the océan, as she crushes her victims down into the 
beach. 

" I hâve no more sons, and my daughters-in-law are 
ail dead or remarried. Sometimes I go and seat myself 
at a neighbour's fireside, but I am always ill àt ease ; 
their flame does not seem to warm me. Sometimes the 
kind excisemen will give me one of the low buts in which 
they shelter at night, when they are guarding the coast. 
And there I sleep on a bed of seaweed ; but I am only 
really happy hère. Every morning I go to the farm and 
ask for the key. I do the work of the sacristan; I 
Sound the three Angélus bells ; I receive the pilgrims 
and do the honours of the house ; and they often ask 
me to récite for them spécial prayers, of which I alone 
know the secret It is I who take them to the fountain 
and pour water; into their hands, or over their breasts, 
according to the kind of tUness they hâve. As soon as 
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they start to corne to the saint» I am wamed by some 
spécial and supematural sign. Sometimes it is the sound 
of a footstep in the empty church ; sometimes a crackiog 
in the woodwork of the altar ; sometimes even, when it bas 
to do with a great vow, light drops of sweat will gather 
on the forehead of the statue. Generally, however, 
nobody comes except on Tuesday, which is her spécial 
day. The rest of the week, the Mother of La Palude 
has nothing to look at save my poor old face, dilapidated 
as a ruined sea-wall. But she smiles at me, and shows 
herself pitiful and sweet toward me, so as to encourage 
me^ and save me from the sorrows in which, except for 
her, I should sometimes be drowned. I do my best to 
keep her company. I talk to her, and it often seems to 
me that she answers. I sing her the songs that she 
loves and her canticle, which I think is the most beauti- 
ful there is in our language. And then I clean, I 
sprinkle, I sweep, I collect the dust, and give pinches of 
it to the pilgrims. Scatterediover the land, it will hasten 
the crops and préserve the foo4 of man and beast from 
damage.'" 

I tried to slip a few pièces of money into her 
hand. 

'* The box is over there," said she ; '' as for me, I am 
only a servant in this house ; I am not in a position to 
receive the offerings." 

I was afraid I had oflfended her, but at my first 
word of excuse she interrupted me, and as I said good- 
bye, she replied heartily — 

^ Come back and see us again, my good gentleman. 
Only take care it is in summer, the last Sunday io 
August Then you will see Saint Anne in ail her gloiy. 
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No fête can be compared with that of the Palude, and 
those who hâve never taken part în ît do not know 
what a Pardon really îs. It is held în ail the splendour 
of the blessed sun, amid the unrivalled wonders of the 
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CHAPTER II 

1HAVE followed your advice, my good old friend 
But alast I hâve sought you in vain, botli in 
the church, and on the top of the beach where you told 
me you lived. Vainly I inquired from the excisemen 
whom I found on guard; they were not those who 
treated you so kindly, and they did not remember 
to hâve ever seen you. Doubtless the ^'ship of light" 
came for you one evening, when the frozen rain was 
falling, and bore you away to that happy» peaceful shore^ 
where some Saint Anne, perfect as she of whom you 
had so long dreamed, stood beckoning and awaidog 
you. 

The humble soûl had not exaggerated when she 
spoke of this Pardon as the most impressive and beauti- 
ful of ail the Breton festivals. 

It was a Saturday toward the end of August, the 
hour sunset. From the top of the rise at Tréfentec, the 
holy country lay in a warm brown glow. What a con- 
trast to the desolate land I had just been traversing, 
pale, colourless, wrapped in a mist, through which it 
showed blurred and confused, like the phantom pictore 
of a dead country, ghostland ! Hère, at this hour of 
evening, everything was breathing forth life ; a fever of 
Sound and exdtement seemed to hâve taken possession 
of the désert Even the dunes rejoiced, and the far 
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reaches of the océan flamed liked a great bonfire. Near 
hy, where the stream of the miraculous fountain flowed, 
from a hoUow in the hillside, a kind of nomad village, 
was growing up beneath our eyes. 

Numberless tents, of every shape and colour, rose 
and g^ouped themselves together, their sides bulging 
with the wind, just as in those far-away days when the 
pastoral people — ^the Jules Bretons, as they are called — 
migrated thither. It made one think of some savage en- 
campment, or of a party of emigrants just disembarked. 
In fact, many of the tents were supported with oars 
stuck in the ground, and consisted of sails, stamped in 
large black letters with their registered number, and the 
initial letter of their port. Round about this strange 
little town lay the turned-up carts» their wheels entangled, 
covering the plain with a bristling forest of shafts ; while 
on the neighbouring grassland the horses roamed as 
they pleased. 

And over it ail spread a mighty clamour, a huge 
human buzzing, among which, now and again, mingled 
a regular mosical note, the roaring cadence of the 
waves. 

We had to make a circuit of the village in order to 
reach the church. A whole race of beggars were lying 
beneath the shadow of the dms in the graveyard. 
They no sooner perceived us, than they rushed upon 
us with the barks of howling dogs. Never hâve I seen 
such a number, not even at the Pardon of Saint Jean- 
du-Doigt, where they positively swarm. And never 
hâve I corne across any quite so insolent They did 
not ask for alms, they extorted them. 

^ Pay the right of the poor I " they cried. 
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And they rubbed their ulcers against us, and 
breathed in our faces with thdr horrible breath, smeUiog 
strongly of spirits. We were obliged to scatter several 
handfuls of sous among them before we could get rid of 
thenL It astonished me that the dergy tolerated this 
rude and répulsive horde in the immédiate neighbour- 
hood of the chapel, till my companion, who was serving 
me also as guide» said : — 

'* They are a part of the original foundation. Ages 
ago, they had the title of Kings of La Palude. It was 
a passing royalty, however, for only Saturday ever 
belonged to them. They arrived this moming, nobody 
knows whence, and to-night they will disappear. They 
must finish their begging by then ; that is why they are 
so eager about it*' 

** But if they chose to remain over to-morrow ? " 

'' They would be violating the custom, and accordiog 
to the oid saying, custom is king* over the king I . • . 
Besides, to-morrow the police will be hère ; our beggars 
hâve a horror of those ** spoil-sports,'' the présence of a 
uniform is unbearable to them ; they much prefer to 
decamp. • . • And then the roads will be fuU of car- 
nages ; it would not be safe for cripples. So prudence 
unités with custom in bidding the whole crew make off 
promptly. In a little while you may see for yourself 
that this night-exodus of ragged rascais is not withoot 
a certain charm." 

We had now crossed the sill of the church. 

How restfui it was after the tumult outside 1 On the 
white walls hung garlands of ivy and hoUy. Symbolical 
anchors, trimmed with pine-branches, were set hère and 
there; miniature schooners» masterpieces of patience 
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and délicate work, swayed in a ixiist of incense, and on 
her pedestal the saint, newly dressed for the occasion, 
seemed to hâve the youthful ways of a grandmother in 
holiday dothes. From time to time, a pilgrim would 
lise from among the congrégation, approach the sacred 
image, and after prostrating himself on the floor, 
devoutly kiss the border of her robe. Mothers lifted 
thdr children in their upstretched arms toward the 
gentle stone figure. And the smell of bumt wax filled 
the air, and the fine blue smoke rose, rose. . • • Then 
little by little the church emptied* Only a few old 
widows in mouming-cloaks remained, telling their beads 
to an interminable prayer, sad as a lamentation. . • • It 
was supper-time, and night had fallen. 

• . • A low, deep tent, half inn, half dormitory. 
People are snoring at one end, while at the other there 
is eating and drinking to the wavering light of a tallow 
candie. On the table are tin plates of swimming 
sausages ; pitchers and mugs overfiowing with greasy 
cider, very much mixed with water, and turned to 
vinegar by the beat ; tiny charcoal stoves for lighting 
pipes, a big jar in which to wash one's hands. . . . We 
are hère in the domain of Marie- Ange, a sprightly dame, 
angelic in nothing save her name. In the ordinary way 
she sells fish at Douamenez in the market, and it b 
only now and then, under the most solemn circumstances, 
that she undertakes the duties of an innkeeper. But 
she fills the post to a marvel ; lively, quick, with an eye 
for everything, and a word for every one, active of leg, 
and bold of speech. 

The entrance of the tent, a flap of sailcloth fastened 
back with a rope by way of loop, looks out upon the 
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cfaurch, and further on, through a dip in the danes, bas 
a view of the serene tranquillity of the sea. A turf fire 
is buming a few steps off; in the open air above it the 
ooffee of Marie-Ange is simmering in a caldron tfaat 
rests on a bundle of faggots. Sparks are flying and 
glittering, lighting up iittle quick, short fiâmes in the dry 
grass. To the right stands a dark mass, the silhouette 
of a drcus ; a bronze-coloured girl, leaning her elbows 
between the twisted columns of the balustrade, is 
gazing straight before her into space, while a deformed 
créature nails to the front of the waggon this amazii^; 
notice — 

'' Quéhem O'Michd tells fortunes. Certain to be 
fulfiUed. Undertakes the cure of boils." 

The night is still, peaceful, bathed in dear moon- 
light that seems to fall in drops towards the east Only 
the breathing of the waves can be heard through the 
silence that has followed the tumult of the day. The 
sky curves in a great dôme, like the roof of a mighty 
temple, and, involuntarily, one lowers the voice in speak- 
ing, out of respect to a certain divine something that 
roams through the silent majesty. Suddenly a song 
breaks forth, a slow, hoarse rhapsody, that sounds as 
though hurled forth by a choir of drunkards — 

** £nn eskopd a Gemé, war vordik ar môr glaz. . . .* * 

It is the beggars dispersing. A fantastic and 
ghastly procession I They pass by in a crowd, pell- 
mell, shouting with their half-drunken voices the praises 

* *'On the edge of the blue sea» in the bishopric of Cornoa- 
aiUes. . . ." 
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of La Palude and the merits of the saint, trae grand- 
motber of the Saviour. 
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Par qui la rose a fleuri où ne poussait que l'épine." * 



More than one tipsy fellow sings as though in a 
dream. Many of the women are carrying babies in 
their arnis, fatherless little ones, bom anywhere along 
the roads. The blind pass, with their hesitating, sleep- 
walking gait, each face tumed toward the sky, each 
hand grasping a staff like a shepherd's crook, made 
from the stem of a young sapling. 

Bodies of men swing backwards and forwards 
between crutches, like bells in their gables. The pro- 
cession îs closed by an idiot, a tali boy with a vacant 
face, who, seen but vaguely in the half-light, looks in his 
grey gown like some monk. The people take off their 
hats and cross themselves as he passes, for does not the 
Spirit of God dwell in the soûl of the simple ? With 
a gracions air, Marie- Ange offers him a glass of cider ; 
but he is not thirsty, as the old woman who leads him 
by a leash explains. And so he disappears with the 
others round the side of the dune into the night. One 
of the pilgrims whispers in my ear : — 

' Saint Anne is particularly fond of that idiot About 
six years ago he fell ill, some leagues from hère, near 
by the Mountains of Are, and could not get to La 
Palude for the Pardon. The festival was completely 
spoilt From Friday morning till Monday evening it 
poured in torrents. Ah, the blessing of Heaven is 
always over thèse * Innocents.' '* 

* ** From whom a rose flowered where only a thorn budded." 
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Silence is reigning once more, save now and then, 
when some horse that has wandered away neighs to bis 
companions ; and always, always, there is the sound of 
the slumbering sea,|calm as tîie breath of a slecpiog 
child 

We hâve corne down the steep paths that lead to 
the beach. In the crannies of the rock couples are 
sitting, young men and young girls ; the latter, sardine- 
workers from the Isle of Tristan, fh>m Douamenez 
and Tréboul, pertiaps even from Audieme and Saint 
Guennolè ; the latter, blue-jackets from Brest, who hâve 
got permission to come to the Pardon to kiss tbeir 
** friends,'' their sweethearts — ^to hold one sad, suprême 
vigil of love before starting on their next voyage. 
Like ail grandmothers, Saint Anne is indulgent towards 
them. She is not shocked by thèse noctumal meetings ; 
on the contrary, she favours them, stretching the velvety 
canopy of her sky, ail spangled with stars, over their 
heads ; lending them her soft, rounded dune^ the quiet 
corners of her grottoes, carpeted with seaweed ; shelters 
them with mystery, peace^ and poetry. She knows 
the hereditary chastity of their race, and that in thdr 
eyes love is a form of religion. It is true that Marie- 
Ange tells us the story of a Z'Capenn," a daughter 
of Cap-Sizun, ''qui attrapa au Pardon de la Falud^ 
une maladie de trente-six Jeudis!'' But you hear 
of such things just because they are so extremely 
rare. The couples whom we thave disturbed are 
holding one another by the hand, without a word, 
absorbed in silent contemplation, their soûls con* 
versing with one another. And truly, their thougbts 
appear more solemn than wanton. They make 
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me think of two Unes of a song I once heard at 
Paimpol — 

^ Rôpeucli rô peucli, mestrezîk flour ! 
Me wâ ma maro 'bars an dour. ..•'** 

There is always something tragic about a sailor's 
betrothaly and the vows he exchanges with his love are 
more often than not sad as farewells. . • • 

And now a whistle informs us that the Glaneuse is 
about to make a hait Generally this little coasting- 
steamer crosses the bay in a straight Une, from Morgat 
to Douamenez ; but, durtng the Pardon, it stops at La 
Palude. 

We found about twenty passengers on board, almost 
ail fishermen belonging to the bay. The peasants, 
goingf as ivell as coming, prefer the land route. How- 
ever, there was one old man from Ploaré, with his 
wife ; and my companion, who knew him, spoke to him 
about the joumey — 

** Hello, old Tymeur I So you are not afraid to trust 
yourself on the fishes' road 7 . • . Is this some vow 
that you hâve made, or are your legs no longer able to 
carry you ? " 

'' Neither the one nor the other/' answered the old 
man, coming up to us, glad to hâve some one to talk to 
during the passage. '' Thank God, our legs are as firm 
as ever, and as to our vow, Renée- Jeanne and I hâve 
seen to that most carefuUy last evening, as befits good 
Christians." 

'' Then I suppose you hâve forgiven the sea ? " 

* '' Be stiU ! be still, sweet mistress ! 
I sec my death in the sea. . • ." 



«70 THE LAND OP PARDONS 

'* No, no I I shall owe her a grudge as long as I 
live. She took our son Yvon^ God rest his seul 1 Soch 
things can never be forgiven. The seal Neitfaer 
Renée- Jeanne nor I can bear the smell of her 1 One of 
our Windows looked out over the sea. We hâve had 
it built up. The land ta the true mother of men ; the 
sea is only their cruel step-mother. If I were Saint 
Anne^ I would dry the whole sea up in a single 
nîght" 

''Yes, yes, Tymeur; but that does not explain to 
us." . . . 

"«Ah no, that is true. Wdl, after ail, I don't 
know that there is any harm in telling you. Nothing 
cornes without God's permission ; does it, Renée- 
Jeanne ? • 

Renée-Jeanne, crouching on a heap of ropes, was 
murmuring a set of strange prayers — charms, no doubt, 
against the evil spirits that infest the waters. She 
waved her hand vaguely, and old Father Tymeur, after 
assuring himself that we could not be overheard, began 
his story. 

It happened thus. The year before, on the same 
day, and at the same hour, he^ and Renée-Jeanne were 
retuming towards Ploaré along the road Alittle before 
Kerlaz, on the right-hand side, stands the chapel of La 
Clarté, where the pilgrims from La Palude gecerally 
make a hait and recite a prayer, because Our Lady of 
La Clarté is supposed to be the eldest daughter of 
Saint Anne, just as Our Lady of Kerlaz is her second 
daughter. Our friends were just about to cross the 
steps leading to the gravejrard, when, by the light of the 
moon, they perceived a man seated among the grass oa 
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a long box made of loose plantes. He seemed dread- 
fally wom out, for tbe sweat poured from his bare fore- 
head and ran out between his extremely thin fingers. 
Tymeur hailed him, and said pityingly — 

"You seem very much exhausted, my poor 'God- 
father.' " 

" Ah yes ; indeed, the burden I hâve to cany is so 
heavy. • • . Is it much further to La Palude ? " asked 
the wretched man, in a sad voice. 

^ About three-quarters of a league. My wife and I 
would like to help you, if you will tell us somethii^ ihat 
we can do. Is there anything ? " 

** Indeed there is much." . • • 

« Well, teU me." 

** Say a Mass in your parish church for the repose of 
a soûl in trouble» for an Anaon. ... In exchange/' con- 
tinued the dead man — for it was one — ** 1 will give you 
a pièce of advice. ... If ever you undertake to go on a 
pilgrimage in the name of any friend, keep your promise 
faithfuUy during your lifetime. If you do not, it will 
haunt you after death, as mine does. I undertook to go 
to La Palade for this man who is hère beneath me in 
the box. But life is so short, and there are such numbers I 

of things to remember. Unfortunately» I forgot the 
most impoTtanty and now I am reaping my punishment 
For more years than I can count I hâve been joumeyii^ 
towards Saint Anne. Each Pardon only brings me 
nearer by the length of the coffin. Ah, and if you only 
knew how heavy the corpse of a deceived friend weighs I 
. . • By saylng that Mass for me you will shorten my 
joumey by a great many lengths." 

At thèse words he disappeared, and Tymeur and his 
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wife went and knelt down under the porch and reinay 
there in prayer until dawn, stopping up their eais soi 
not to bear the dead man panting under tfae wdg^i 
bones and mouldy planks. After a pause, the old nu 
concluded thus — 

^ One does not expose one's self twice to sachmalt 
ings as that ; does one, Renée-Jeanne ? " 

Renée- Jeanne had drawn her white cloth hood, vtt 
/ its broad band of black velvet, over her face, and tmd 

her back obstinately to the sea. • . . But this did oot 
render it any the less beautiful to watch on that \arii 
August night The air was warm, and perfunied mA^ 
strange scent» as though the exquisite flowers of Ae 
gardens of Ker-Is had ail at once awaked ùom tbdr 
enchanted sleep and were spreading their fragrance over 
the surface of the waters. It lay there almost at oor 
feet, this fairy city of legend. Now and then, in tk 
hoUow between two waves, one almost fancied that i 
could still be seen, that its voices and noises could be 
heard. The phosphorescent lights that glowed on tk 
crests of the waves seemed the illuminations of a àtf 
keeping holiday. We slipped past towering diffs and 
tall stone skeleton, enigmatical faces» who for centunes 
had been watching some sight beneath the water, seeo 
only to themselves. And the sky above our heads was 
like another océan, where among the sparkling stais a 
crescent moon lay floating. 
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rHE next morniog, Sunday, the sun rose on the 
^. Great Day. Once more I can see Douamenez 

.^tting forth in à crowd towards La Palude. Ail tfae 
^xonveyances of the country hâve been put in réquisition, 
^tod are taken by assault Between the crowded seats 
jtKtm stools are placed» borrowed from the neighbouring 
^^inn. The driver seats himself in front, outside, a foot 
< on each shaft ; the many-coloured shawls of the girls 
^ seated behind sweep the pavement with their fringes ; 
.. and the char-à-bancs roU heavily away at the slow pace 
> of the Cornouailles cob, who seems very philosophical, 
, and no longer surprised at anything. The men are 
gorgeous in their new jackets, their caps pulled well 
down over their eyes. They wave their arms, they 
, shout, partly because they feel they must, and partly 
. because they are so happy ; just to prove to themselves 
I that they are not in their boats, where the least move- 
ment must be measured, restrained, calculated, under 
pain of death ; and also to exorcise their souls^ as they 
will tell you, from the great stillness of the sea, even 
more haunting than its anger. Thèse occasional loosen- 
ings of their constrained nerves and muscles are posi- 
tivdy necessary to them. The Pardon of Saint Anne 
f is one of the safety-valves through which thèse rough 
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créatures blow off the superfluous steam of their re- 
pressed spirits. I hâve heard grave, respectable peopk 
and officiais reproach them for the almost brutal impeto- 
osity with which they rush to an/ merry^making. And 
it is true; they fling themselves at it» head lowereô, 
joyous, heedless, wasteful, scatterii^ the savit^ d 
weeks, or months. In matters of domestic econony 
they are still in a state of savagery. Let others blame 
them I As for œyself, I hâve seen them at work intheir 
fishing-boats during stormy nights at sea, and when I 
remember that life of the damned which they lead, ever 
the prey of a toil whose ingratitude has no equal, save 
their patience, I am tempted rather to think that thèse 
short intervais, during which God snatches them fioo 
hell, are but too short 

Ail the life of the port has retreated to the upper 
town. The quays are deserted. The fishing-boats» dravn 
up on the sand, lie side by side in abandoned attitades, 
glad of this twenty*four hours' respite. They are so 
tired, and it is so pleasant even for the boats to bave 
one day in which they may lie and dream in peace! 
The nets are hanging in the sun, fastened to the masts. 
And the tide is low, the bay is empty, for as far as the 
eye can reach ; only towards the north rise the white 
cliffs of Moi^t, and the stone needles of the Cape of 
the Goat. 

I was anxious to go to La Palude by tfae pilgrim 

path« The line of pilgrims enter the woods of Ploinarc'h. 

Mysterious pools are sleeping under the beech trees. 

^Jlither the daughter of Gralon, Ahès, or, as she is some- 

ytimes called, Dahut; used to corne with her compaoioosi 

the fair-haired gtrls of Ker-Is, to wash her royal lioen. 
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They say that the water of thèse fountains has kept her 
image» and the mosses on their banks the sweet scent of 
her hair. Through the network pf branches sparkles the 
sea. It scarcely leaves us throughout the journey, always 
adorable, never the same ; spreading, in her coquettish 
way, numberless charms before our eyes, and the infinité 
grâce of her everlasting allurement It is Aer festival — 
do not forget that — her fête^ as well as that of Saint 
Anne, that thèse Bretons of the coast of Cornouailles 
are celebrating to-day. In ancient times, when yet the 
grandmother of Jésus was not bom, she was the only 
idol in thèse parts. She had no chapel among the 
dunes ; the cérémonies of her worship were performed 
in the open air. But people ran thither in crowds, just 
as they do now, and the time of year was the same, the 
hot month of Auguste because then the goddess revealed 
herself in ail her glorious beauty, unveiling her loveli- 
ness, her pearly, transparent flesh quivering beneath the 
caresses of the light before the rayished gaze of her 
worshtppers. Then her pilgrims, assembled on the 
heights, would stretch their arms toward her, sing 
hymns in praise of her, lose themselves in the con- 
templation of her charms. There is no doubt that 
Ahès, or Dahut, was one of the names by which this 
goddess was invoked ; but what particular kind of 
incantation was assodated with this name we shall 
probably never know. 

At ail events, the myth has survived, and its earlier 
meaning shows plainly through ail the retouching it has 
undergone at the hands of Christianity. Ahès had an 
undulating way of moving, long fioating hair, sometimes 
the colour of the sun, sometimes of the moon ; her eyes 



S76 THE LAND OF PARDONS 

were changeful and fasdnating. She lived in an im- 
mense palace, whose Windows shone like great emeralds. 
She was subject to violent passions, an insatiable rage 
for love. She preferred the men of the people, stroog, 
rough lads. If a fisher, with his nets over his shoulder, 
passed the window of her chamber, she would make 
him a sign to enter. Many times during one n^ht 
would she change her lover, and she would dance naked 
before them, twine her arms around them, and sing them 
to sleep, so that they never woke again. For her kisses 
were fatal. The lips upon which she placed her own 
remained open for ever. She was a devourer of soûls 
Any one of her caprices was sufficient to cause tiie 
most terrible disaster, to efface a whole dty from the 
map of the world in the winking of an ejre. She was 
adored, jret hated. She was irrésistible and fataL Who 
does not recognize in her the living personification of 
thesea? 

On the beach of the Ris the pilgrims stop to take 
off* their shoes. The tide is ebbing. The dazzling white 
sands are glittering, ail spangled with mica ; tiiere is 
nearly a mile of this shore altogether. It is delightful 
to put one's foot on the levd ground, fine grained and 
polished like a floor of marble. Beneath the pressure 
unseen waters well forth. The great ra^[ed shadows of 
clifis form a shelter from the beat of the sun, and from 
the cavems that the waves hâve burrowed in the slaty 
rock a damp breath issues, fanning the hot face of the 
passer-by. Flocks of sea-mews and guUs, their wide- 
spread wings tipped with rosy light, float motionless io 
the air. 

A bay, a fidd, some dry, almost précipitons 
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moorland We are foUowing the land path once more, 
but across a moumfui country, under an overwhelmingly 
hot sky. No shelter, not a tree! At most an unex- 
pected coombe, a group of rickety willows over a dried- 
up fountain. Then, again, monstroos rocks overhanging 
the abyss. The path clings to their sides^ or wanders 
about in their crannies. And down below that traitress, 
the sea, watches the passer-by. 

** Monsieur 1 monsieur 1 ** cries a voice behind me, a 
panting woman's voice, speaking in Breton. 

It is an ** Islienne'' from Sein who is calling, a widow 
apparently, judging from her black cap and the severe 
simplicity df the rest of her dress. 

'Œxcuse me, monsieur, but may I ask you to let 
me walk with you along this pièce of the road ? I 
should never hâve the courage to go alone." 

^ The safest way for you, if you are afraid of tuming 
giddy, is to make a détour." 

'^Ah, but you see I cannot do that. Thb is the 
path of my vow I " 

So this dangerous path is sacred to her, and as we 
go she tells me why. 

Twenty years ago she was maldhg her way towards 
La Palude with her future husband. Thdr wedding 
was fixed for the next week, and they were going, 
she to ask the saint to bless their marriage, he to 
thank her for saving his life during the previous winter, 
when for a whole night he had been in danger in 
the bay. 

They had just been talking of the terrors they had 
both endured during that fearful night 

'^Yes,'' exdaimed the young man, *I was very 
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nearly wedding the sea instead of you • • . She is look- 
ing prctty enough now, the jade," added he, bending over 
the water that lay softly undulating, clear and deep, at 
the foot of the rock: 

But he had scarcely done speaking when he suddeoly 
threw himself backward. He had tumed quite livid. 

" Oh, how unfortunate ! " he cricd ; ** a dead wave ! " 

A kind of bellowing came up out of the g^lf, and 
a liquid mass, in the rough form of a beast, sprang . . . 

When the Islienne, who had fainted, reopened her 
eyes, a group of pilgrims knelt around her, praying, 
thinking that she was dead. 

*'And Kaour?" she asked, as soon as she had 
regained her sensés ; ** where is Kaour ? " 

But no one could give her any news of her lover. 
The sea had a calm, innocent manner, as though nothing 
had happened. They searched for the body, but no one 
ever found it. 

Ever afterwards the poor girl went every year to the 
Pardon of La Palude, and always by the path they had 
trodden so gaily together that day. But when she 
came to the dreadful place her strength would fail her. 
She was afraid of hearing the voice of Kaour calling to 
her ; but, on the other hand, she was determined to show 
him that she remained faithful to his memory. 

** I am his widow,'' said she, " for our banns had been 
published. In the Island it is sacrilège to marry a 
second time." 

Talking of thèse sad things, we came down towards 
the Bay of Tréfentec Before reaching the first dunes 
of Saint Anne there was still a bare stretch of countiy 
to cross. The beat was exhausting, and I was very 
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thirsty. The woman would hâve liked a drink too. 
Suddenly she saw a boat lying on the sand. To run 
to it and climb aboard was the work of a moment ; and 
there she was, standing and calling to me, an earthen 
pîtcher in her hands. While I quenched my thirst, she 
remarked, in a joyous tone :^- 

*' It is service for service, isn't it ? Now we shall be 
quits." And as I complimented her on her sharpness, 
** Oh, I only had to think of the proverb that says, ' A 
sailor never goes to sea without water.' "... 

Never did I taste anything more delicious. No 
doubt when the pilgrims belonging to that boat set 
sail in the evening, they were rather surprised to find 
the pitcher half empty ; but, as my accomplice said, they 
would by that time hâve had so much to drink that 
they would never notice. 

And really, when we arrived at La Palude, the 
tents were overflowing with drinkers ; even the women 
sat sipping '* Breton Champagne," a kind of gaseous 
lemonade, saturated with alcohol. The hoUow among 
the dunes looked like an immense fair, one of those fairs 
of the Middle Ages where ail costumes and speeches 
were mingled. The smoke of the bivouac fires curled 
slowly up into the still air. The dust blew about in 
great copper-coloured clouds. It seemed as though the 
white tents were floating on a vast human océan. 
Suddenly, in the midst of this sea of sound and colour, 
noise and confusion, where the jokes of mountebanks 
made a chorus to the singing of hymns, we came upon 
the fountain, lying surrounded by the coarse, excited, 
popular merry-making, like an oasis of silence, an island 
of peace. It has a parapet to protect it, and a granité 
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pavement surrounds it In the centre rises the statue 
of the saint Some old women of the neighbourbood 
were standing on the steps, with bowis and pitchers, to 
assist the devotees in their ablutions. 

A woman of Penmarc*h or Loctudy, a Bigoudenn, 
had just crossed the steps, with a faltering gait She had 
an earthy face like a mummy» framed in her narrow cap 
embroidered with pearls and shaped like a mitre ; her 
heavy skirts, arranged in three rows» one above anotfaer, 
weighed down her thin, feeble legs, and one trembled 
lest she should sink, suddenly» between the arms of the 
two young men, her sons, who led her, stiff and silent 

The old assistants pressed around her, ofFering their 
services with whisperings of compassion, kindly inquiring 
the nature of her complaint She, however, completely 
exhausted, let herself drop on the stone bench at the 
foot of the saint's pedestal, and with her thin fingers 
b^an to unfasten, one by one, the différent portions of 
her clothing ; first her velvet braided bodic^ then tfac 
brown woollen camisole, and lastly an unbleacfaed 
chemise, uncovering her breast, where, covered with 
strips of lint, appeared the horrible wound of a cancer. 

The two young men watched her, hat in hand, as 
though they were in church, and I overheard one of 
them, the elder, explain to the old women — 

'' We hâve taken her to ail the best-known places in 
the neighbourbood of our parish, to Saint Nonna of 
Fenmarc'h, to Saint Tunvé of Kérity, to Saint Trémeur 
of Plobannalec. But every time she has corne back in 
greater pain. And now some one has told us that ooly 
Saint Anne can cure her, so we hâve corne to her." 

Then the old women began to cry out : *' Oh, what a 
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pity you did not think of it sooQer I . . . Saint Anne is 
the only one^ you see 1 . • . Saint Anne is the only one 
who can help you. • • • There is no one besides Saint 
Anne, any one will tell you that. ... If you had been 
anything but a seaweed-burner^you would hâve known it" 

Ail the while they were scolding the sons they were 
busying themselves about the mother» performing ail 
the usual rites in her name. One bathed her face with 
water ; another poured some up her sleeves, so as to wet 
the whole length of her arms ; a third took her hand- 
kerchief out of her pocket, and dipping it in the fountain, 
laid it, wet, on the sore place ; while others fell down on 
their knees on the muddy stones, calling upon the 
patroness of La Palude, '^ Grandmother of Sorrow," 
Mother of Mothers, Fountain of Health, Rose of the 
Dunes, Hope of Breton people. 

Thèse improvised prayers were very sweet and 
soothing. 

The sick woman made herself lepeat the phrase^ 
her head tumed back, her eyes raised toward the 
figure of the saint, statuesque in her trouble and 
supplication. 

I hâve often heard people remark on the way that 
eveiy thing in Brittany, bits of landscapes, groups of men 
and women, form pictures. Effects corne about quite 
spontaneously by some kind of instinct, and the artist 
has only to copy, almost without altération. 

Looked at from this point of view, the procession of 
La Palude is a marvel ; there is no other word to describe 
it It is impossible to conceive anything more com- 
plète, a vision of art more intense, more changeful and 
haitnonious. 
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A sky like that of some old master, powdered with a 
goldea mist . . • The light church, with its lilac tooes, 
aerial, quivering ; ail the bells ringing timultuously over- 
head. . • . Hère and there pale, faded greens, the grey 
of the tents, the pink-brown of the diffs, and in front 
the splendid basin of the bay, its great calm stretches 
of blue, the carved fretting of its promontories, the supple, 
changing festoon of its breakers, embroidered with foam 
and sunshlne. There is a scène t 

On to this fair background cornes a faiiy procession, 
a long, noble train of serions figures — serions, gorgeoiUi 
ecclesiastical — escaped, it would seem, from some stained- 
glass window. It makes one think of a company of living 
idols, overladen with heavy omaments and sparkllng 
embroideries. Nowhere else does one see such rich 
and splendid costumes, save, perhaps, in Croatia, in 
Ukraina, or in some Eastem land. Every family care- 
fully préserves its costume in a spécial cupboard that is 
only opened once a year for the ''Sunday of Saint 
Anne.** On that day it is wom by the eldest daughter, 
or by the daughter-in-law. AU the family is présent at 
her toilet, and give her most minute instructions. The 
grandmother, the depository of the ancient traditions, 
is lavish with advice, rearranges the drapery, corrects 
the deportment of the novice, teaches her to walk 
as she should, with a solemn step, an almost priestly 
manner. 

The sight of thèse women in their magnificent dresses» 
moving majestically along through this glittering scène, 
among the chant of litanies and the muflSed sound of 
drums, is really one of the most beautiful things I hâve 
ever seen, and somethîng that can never be foigotten. 
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It makes one think of some huge painting, which, when 
unrolled, shows in ail the pomp of mystic barbarism a 
band of priestesses belonging to the Old Océan. 

For a long time afterwards one is haunted by thoughts 
of past âges. But then follows something that brings us 
back to painful and eternal reality. 

Old or young, graceful or bent, the widows of the 
sea corne out from the porch. The eye is weary with 
trying to count them ; there are so many. They hâve 
put out their candies, to signify that the lives of the men 
they loved are in like manner extinguished. For the 
most part the faces are stamped with placld résignation. 
The most sorrowful hide their tears beneath the limp- 
hanging folds of the grèy hood they ail wear. They 
pass quietly, with joined hands, foUowed immediately 
by the " Saved." 

This arrangement is not so ironical as it seems. How 
many of thèse ** Saved " of to-day will not be moumed 
among the ** Lost " at the next Pardon ? By a feeling 
of touching delicacy they are dressed for the occasion 
in the clothes they wore on the day of the shipwreck, at 
the very moment when the saint came to their aid and 
stilled the tempest for them. They are in the clothes 
in which they struggle with their pitiless work. Trousers 
tumed up over woollen drawers, blue cloth jacket, wom, 
rstgged, discoloured by spray, spotted with drops of tar, 
the safTron-coloured net thrown^across the shoulders. In 
years gone by they went to such a length of realism that 
they used to dip themselves in the sea after they had 
dressed, and take part in the procession ail dripping 
with sea-water. 

Amongst them appears the complète model of a 
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ship. The cabin-boy marches at thdr head. From his 
neck a half-decayed bit of writing hangs, the saUing 
orders, the only thing recovered from the storm. Ail 
thèse men are singing aloud But, in spite of their light- 
heartedness, increased during the moming by libecal 
libations, they look serions, almost sad 

** How can we help it ? '' said one of them to me. 
*' The Blessed Saint Anne does her very beat for us, 
and we thank her with ail our hearts. But while ve 
are shouting our praises to her we can hear the other 
laughing, down there^ ail the time. . . . And you 
know when she has let you go once, twice^ take care 
of the third time ! It is not a safe thing to trick the 

SCcm 

• . • Evening is falling. The crosses and banneis 
are passing back into the church, and every thing heffos 
to break up inunediately. The carts are set up and 
begin to move, the horses, who are well rested, startiog 
at a quick trot Torrents of pilgrims flow out in 
every direction. For a long distance the eye can 
foUow thèse thin, winding, many • coloured lioes» 
making their way across the fieldSp and scattering 
little by little, to disappear at last in the shadowy 
distance. 

The sails that served to covtt the tents slip to the 
ground. Marie-Ange, very busy, cries to me— 

*' We are just going to take up the anchor and set 
saîL" 

Over the empty plain a mande of solitude taUls with 
the night The travelling-vans of the mountebanks aod 
hawkers again show their silhouettes, like wanderiog 
Noah's Arks ; to-morrow they too will hâve fled. And 
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La Falude, under the first breath of autumn, begins to 
look like the mournfui countiy I remember it — solitary, 
save for a disused house of prayer and a farm in ruinsy 
standing face to face with the hostile sea, as wild» as 
untamed as ever. 
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THE MOTOR YEAR BOOK FOR 1905. 
Wtth many Illostrations and Diagnuns. 
Cmvm %V0. ss. ngt, 

HEALTH, WEALTH AND WISDOM. 

FELISSA; OR, THE LIFE AND 
OPINIONS OF A KITTEN OF SENTI- 
MENT. With IS Coloured Plates. Fini 
i6mû. ai. 6d. net, 

AbbotCJaoobX See Uttle Blue Booki. 

Ab)y»tt (J. E. M.I. Author of *TommT 
Comitalk.* AN OUTLANDER IN ENG- 
LAND : Impressions or am Australian 
IN England. Stcond Edition. Cr, Sa», éf. 

AoatM(H.J.X See Junior School Bocks. 

Adailll(Fruik). JACKSPRATT. Witht4 
Coloured Pictures. Su^ Royal x^mtù, qs. 

AdeiMy (W. F.X M.A. See Bennett and 
Adeney. 

MMttjlOM, See Claaslcal Tranalallons. 

£tOp. See Illanrated Pocket Ubrary. 

AlnflWOrth (W. HaxxllOll). See Illustnted 
Pocket Library. 

AldlB (Janet). madame geoffrin, 
her salon, and her timks. 

With many Portraits and Illostrations. 
Second Editim. Demjf 8(v. xm. (td, net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Aldenon (J. P.). MR. asquith. with 

Portraits and Illustrations. Demy 80». 
js. 6d, net. 

llexander (WlUiam), D.D., Archbishop 

of Armagh. THOUGHTS AND 
COUNSELS of MANY YEARS. 
Selected by J. H. Burn, B.D. Demy x6ima 

Alken (H«III7> THE NATIONAL 
SPORTS OF GREAT BRITAIN. With 
descriptions in English and French. With 
51 Coloured Plates. JlttynJ Folio, Pive 
Gnineeu net 
See also lUustxated Pocket Library. 



Alton (Jailto). See Little Bookson Art. 

All«lia.BOBlll]j),F-S.A. SeeAntiqaary's 
Books. 

Almatfk (E.V. See Little Books on Art. 

AmlMint iMÂrX A SKETCH OF 
EGYPTIANHISTORY FROM THE 
EARLIEST TIMES TO THE PRE- 
SENT DAY. With many Illustrations, 
some of which are in Colour. Demj Sot. 
lor. 6d, net» 

AndenonjF.M.). THE STORY OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE FOR CHILDREN. 
With many Illustrations. Crown Bim. ac 

AndWWm (J* O.), B. A., Examiner to London 
Univenity, the Collage of Precepiors, and 
the Welsh Intermeduite Board. NOUV. 
ELLE GRAMMAIRE FRANÇAISE 

EXERCISES ON NOUVELLE GRAM- 
MAIRE FRANÇAISE. Cromn 8ml 
js.Ôd, ^ 

Andrewei (Biihop). PRECES PRI- 

VATAE. Edited, with Notes, by F. E 
Brightman, m. a., of Pus^ House, Oxford. 
Crown Sfw. 6*. 

Anfflo-Aïutmian. after^LOW me- 

MORIES. Cromn Zvo. 6*. 

ArlBtOI^hailêl. THE FROGS. Translaicd 
into English by £. W. Huktikgporo, 
M. A., J^ofcssor of Claasics in Trinity 
Collège, Toronto. Cronm Stw. ts. 6d. 

Aristofie. THE NICOMACHEAN 
ETHICS. Edited, with an Introduction 
and Notes, bv John Burnbt, M.A., Pn^ 
fessor of Greek at St. Andrews, 
xor. 6d, net, 

ABhtOnriDL See LitUe Bine Books. 

AtkllIB (H. O.) See Oxford Biographies. 

AtkmsoxKCM.). JEREMY BENTUAM. 
Demy 8cw. 5X. net, 

AtUnson (T. D.). A SHORT HISTORY 
OF ENGLISH ARCHITECTURE. 
With over aoo lUustratiocis by the Autbor 
and others. /V«>. 8cw. yt, td, net. 
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•A OLOSSARY OF TERMS USED IN 
ENGLISH ARCHITECTXniE. Fcaf, 

Audtn Cr.K M. A , F.S. A S«e Ancient Citiet. 
AnrdliOB dUzÔIU). See English lib. 

rftry. 
Anston (JUMX See Little Library and 

English Libnry. 
Ares (&7ie8tX See Books on Business. 
Bacon (Francil). See Little Libruy and 

English Library. 
Baden-POWeU OL %, 8.). Major-GeneraL 

THE DOWNFALL OF PREMPEH. A 

Diary of Life in Ashanti, 1805. With si 

Illustrations and a Map. Tktrd Edition, 

-LArpe Croum. Zv0. 6c. 
AColonîal Edition is also publisbed. 
THE MATABELE CAMPAIGN, 1896. 

With nearly 100 Illustrations. Faurth tuid 

A Colonial Edition is also publisbed. 
Bailey (£. 0,\ M. A See Cowper. 
BilEtr (W. 0.x M. A. See Junior Examina- 

tion Séries. 
B«lC0r(JuUanL.XF.LC.,F.aS. SeeBooks 

on Business. 

BaUôur (Oraham). THE LIFE OF 

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Secûmd 
Edition,- 7\ifO Volumes. Dêmy 800. 351. 
fuU 
A Colonial Edition Is also published. 

Bally (B. B.X See ConuMlrctal Séries. 

iSb OlisalMtb L.). THE AUTO. 

BIOGRAPHY OF A 'NEWSPAPER 

GIRL.' With a Portrait of the Autfaor and 

herDog. Sicond Edition, Crown Zvo, 6s, 

A Colonial Edition is aho publisbed. 

yf^rt^m^m (S. H,X See Little Library. 

Barlng (THe Hon. Manxioe). with 

THE RUSSIANS IN MANCHURIA. 
TMrd Edition. J>omy9ioo, 7s,6d.not. 
A Colonial Edition b also ouDlished. 

Baxiiur-aonid (8.). the life of 

NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. Withover 
450 Illustrations in the Text, and 12 Photo- 
graviire Plates, dit top, Lmrgt çnarto, 

TiIe' TRAGEDY of the CiCSARS. 
With numerous Illustrations from Busts, 
Gems, Cameos etc. Fi/th Edition. Roy ni 
Scrtf. lor. 6d. noi, 

ABOOK OF FAIRY TALES. With 
numerous Illustrations aod Initial Letters 
by Arthuk J. Gasxin. Socond Edition, 
Boo, Bucàmm, 6s. 



Cr 



ABOOKOFBRITTANY. With numerous 

Illustrations^ Crown Soo. 6s. 
OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TALES. With 

numerous IllustratioAs by F. D. Bboford. 

Sêc»nd Edition, Crown wo, Bnâkusun, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE VICAR OF MORWENSTOW î A 

Bionaphy. A new soid Rivised Edition. 

With a Portrait. Cromm Sw. jf. 6d, 
DARTMOOR : A Descriptive and Historical 



Sketch. With Phws and mimerons Illus- 
trations. Crown 8o«. 6r. 

THE BOOK OF THE WEST. With. 
numerous lllustiations. T'wo voinnus, VoL i. 
Devon. Second Edition, VoL 11. Cornwall. 
Second Edition, Crown Bvo. 6s, onch, 

A BOOK OF NORTH WALES. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8t>A 6t. 

A BOOK OF SOUTH WALES. Wîih 
many Illustrations. Crown i/po, 6s, 

THE RIVIERA. With many lUustraUons. 
Crown tvo. 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

A BOOK OF GHOSTS. With 8 lUustra. 
tions by D. Murray Smith. Second Edition, 
Crown Zvo, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

OLD COUNTRT LIFE. With 67 Illustra- 
tions Fijtk Edition, Letrre Crown ^00, 6s, 

A GARLAND OF COUNTRY SONG : 
English Folk Songs with their Traditional 
Mélodies. Collected and arranged by S. 
Baring-Gould and H. F. Shepparo. 
Demy Ato, 6s. 

SONGS ÔF THE WEST : Traditional Ballads 
and Songs of ihe Westof England, with their 
Mélodies. Collected by S. Baring-Gould, 
M. A, and H. F. Shbpparo, M. A In 4 
Parts. Pnrts /., //., ///., 9S. 6d, eacA, 
Part IV. , ^. In One Volume^ Paper Sides, 
ClotkBack, los. net,: Raan^ x$s, 

See also The Little Guides and Half- 
Crown Library. 

Barkar (Aldrad F.X See Textbooks of 

TechnoloRy. 
Bames (W. B.), D.D. See Churchman's 

Bible. 
Bamett (Mrs. P. A). See Little Library. 

Baron (R. R. K.X M. a french prose 

COMPOSITION. Second Edition, Cr, 8tw. 
ai. 6d, Key^ y, net, See also Junior School 
Books. 
Barron (H. ILX M. A., Wsdham Collège. 
Oxford. TEXTS FOR SERMONS. With 
a Préface by Canon Sco-rr Holland. 
Crown Zpo. 3s, 6d. 

Baatabla(C.F.).M.A 

Senes. 

Batioii(Mrt. 8tetiheii). A BOOK OF 

THE COUNTRYANDTHE GARDEN. 
Illustrated by F. Carruthbrs Gould and 
A. C. GouLO. Demy ivo. lOf. 6d. 
A CONCISE HANDBOOK OF GARDEN 
FLOWERS. Pcap.Bvo, y. 6d. 

Battan (LariDg, V.), Ph.D., S.T.D.. Some 

time Inrofessor in the Philadelpbla Divinity 
School. THE HEBREW PROPHET. 
Crotim Zvo. 31. 6d. net. 

BaamaïKAHiamaX ponsasinorum: 

OR, A guide TO bridge. Second 

Edition, Fcap. 8v«. %s, 
Baard (V. 8.). See Junior Examinatioa 

Séries and Beginner's Books. 
Baokford (F«t«r). THOUGHTS ON 

HUNTING. Edited by J. Otho Pacbi; 



See Social Questions 
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•ad Ilhiatnted by G. H. jALLANa Sec»nd 
MMd ChemMrSditipm. DêmvZvû. 6*. 

B6(dtfOI>d (wlmam). S«e Uttle Lîbnuy. 

Ponfrhinc (H. 0.), M. A., Omon of West. 
raiiMter. S«e Library of Dévotion. 

BMMe(HaroI4). M aster WORKERS. 

With iUustntioDS. Demy Zvc. js. 6d. net* 

MmiMi (Jacob), dialogues on ths 

SOPERSENSUAL LIFE. Ediied by 
BBSfTARD HoLLAND. Fem4. 8iw. yt. 6d. 

B8lloe<Hllmlf«). PARIS. WitbMapsand 
Illustrations. Crmm Bv9. 6s. 

BeIlot(H.H.X*.). M.A. THEINNERAND 
MIDDLE TEMPLE. With numexoas 
llittstrations. Cntwm lo«. 6r. «r/. 
See aiso Ii. A. A. JOX&M. 

BoUMftl (W. H.>, M.A. A PRIMER OF 
THE BIBLE. Stccnd EdiUcn. Cr. 8s«. 

Beimett (W. H.) aad Adeney (W. P.). A 

BIBLICAL INTRODUCTION. Stcond 
Edition. Crûwn Bv0. js. 6d. 

l«iuoa (Ar<dibl8iiop>. god'S board : 

Communion Addresses. /V«/. 8m?. y. 6d, 

tui, 
BeUBOn (A C.X M. A. S«e Oxford Bio- 

iFraphies. 
Bensoil (B. «.). THE WAY OF HOLI- 

NE8S : a Devotional Commentary on th« 

ixgth Psalm. Crown Zvo. 5t. 
Beniard <E. R.X M. A., Canon of Salisbury. 

THE ENGLISH SUNDAY. Fcm/. Se». 

Bertoncb (Banmeie d«>. THE LIFE 

OF FATHER IGNATIUS, O.S.B., THE 
MONK OF LLANTHONY. With Illus- 
trations. Demy Bvo. tos. 6d. net. 
A Colcniai Edition is aI»o piibltshed. 
B«UiaBi-Edward8(M.). UOMELIFEIN 
FRANCE. With many Illustrations. 
Fourtk Edition, Demy 8fv. ys. 6d. net, 

Betimne-Baker (J. F.), M. a., Feiiow of 

Pembroke CoIlcKe, Cambridge. See Hand- 

books of Theology. 
BUleS (K). See Byzantine Texts. 
BilKS (C. R. D.X D.D. See Churchman's 

Bible. 

Bindley (T. Herbert). B.D. THE OECU- 

MENICAJ. DOCUMENTS OF THE 
FAITH. With Introductions and Notes. 

Binns (HenzT Bryut). THE Lii«£ OF 

WALT WHITMAN. With Portraits and 
Illustrations. Demyèvo. ioe.6tl.net. 
A Colonial Edition isalso published. 

Blnrôn (LanrenoB). THE DKATH of 

iÎDAM, AND OTHER POEMS. Crown 

Svo. 3X. 6d net. 
*WILLIAM BLAKE. In » volumes. 

Qnmrto. £1. xt. eack. Vol. I. 
Bimatingl (EibèlX ^«e Little Bocks on Art. 
Blair <ftObert). See lllostrated Podeet 

Libra ry. _ 
Blake CwlHiAm). See lllattrated Pocket 

Libcary aara Little Library. 



BUxlaad C&X, lf.A Sœ libcaiy ^ 
Dévotion. 

Bloom (T. EarfeyX M.A. SHAKE- 

SPBARE'S GARDEN. WithlUiia- 
tmtieas. /*<»/. fm». y. 6d, ; Umtktrt 41. 6d, 
net. 

BtooetCHeilZi). See Berinner^s Books. 

Hoardman (T. HJ, M.A. See Text Bodcs 
of Technoloey. 

B0dlej(J.B.C).Aathorof' France.' THE 
CORONATION OF EDWARD VIL 
J>€n^ fiow. su. neL By Command of die 
King. 

Body ÔBOQgf), D.D. THE SOUL'S 
PILÛRIMAGE : Devotional Readiqgs 
from bis published and unpublished wi iti n gs . 
Selectedand anangadby J. H. Bubn, BJ>. 
F.R.aE. PottZw. 9e. 6d. 

BoaaC^urtilMLl). SeeUbraryofDevoCioDL 

BoonCF. ex See Commercial Séries. 

B0rr0W< 0e e K geX Sm Little Library. 

Bos (J. JtitgimaX AGRICULtURAL 
200L0GY. Translated by J. R. Au«»- 
wosTH Davis, M. A. With an Introduction 
by Elkanor A. Ormkvoo, F.E.S. With 
155 Illustrations. CrownBvio. Third Edition. 

BoSting <C. O.), aA. EASY GRESK 
EXERCISES. Crwmn 8m as. See aJso 
Junior E x amina t ion Séries. 

BOOltOB <B. %.\ M.A. GEOMSTRY ON 
MODERN LINES. Crvwn 8ml ». 

BoQlton rWUliam B.K THOMAS 

GAINSBOROUGH : His Life, Times, 
Work, Sittcrs, and Friends. Wiih 40 lUns- 
trations. Demw 8r#. ^s. 6d. neU 

SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. With 49 
Illustrations. Den^hoo. ys. 6d. net. 

BOWden (S. ILX THK IMITATION OF 
B U D D H A : Being Quotations from 
Buddhist Literature for each Day in tbe 
Year. Ei/tA Edition. Crmimjùmo. 9c6^ 

BojleCW.j. CHRISTMAS ATTHEZOa 
With Verses by W. BovLS and 84 CokNned 
Pictures by H. B. Nbilsok. Sm^er Royai 
i6eno, 9S. 

Brabant (F. O.), M.A. See Little Guides. 

pmrfij i^lr ( M^-ryy^nA HOT^CH ( Aadftry"> 
A CONCISE HANDBOOK OF EGYP- 
TIAN ARCHiEOLOGY. With nany 
Illustrations. Crvwn Sa». 3t. 6d. 

Broeke (A 8..) m.a. slingsby and 

SUNGSBV CASTLE. With BMBylUns. 

trations. Crown èoo. fs. 6d, 
Brooks (E. W. X See Byxandne Tests. 
Brovn, (P. H.), Fraser Pro&asor of Ancàcnt 

(Scottish) History at the Universityof Edin. 

burgh. SCOTLANDINTHETIMSOr 

QUEEKMARY. DomyBefo. js.6d*net. 
BrOVVka (BIr ThOOMSX See Standanl 

BronmcS (C. L.U THE heart of 

JAPAN. ittusKxaied. TAird 
Crown 90O, 6r. ; odoo Demnt 8m. d^ 
A Colonial Edkion is aiao pohlishBd. 
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ÛlUd-ËpicT 'sûntd 



ECyPTIANS, 



Ttm Vtlitmêu Rtyal&it. £3, 31. hiI. 
Boa (BUlX AniT Chipliio. &0D AND 

OUR SOLDlSRS. Staml Edilim. 

Crwwm Sn>. &i. 
AColooial Ëdkion l« olso pubJifhed- 
BRllin^ (IUmX S« Socùa Quaùsiu 

Bnimm ( Jobn). THE Pilgrim'S prO- 

GRESS. Edilcd, «iib in Inuaducnon, 
br a H. FliTH, M.A. With 39 llluit»- 
tioM by B. AsNiNG Bbu, C>-. Siw. 61. 
S« at» Libnuy of Dctoiîchi uni Engliih 

BvnAfS'. J.X MA-, r.R.a A MANUAL 
OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. Wi.h 

Bvsan (Oeletû ""ooops^nd âow 

TOBE THEM. Whh oumemu IlluRn- 



rlu (EdiniLBd)- SecEni 

nCiTS.). D.D.,Pr.btni 
«cHundbDokiorTheolçig 



GENERAI. Wiih . _ 

Hbkkohks. Crrum hi 

CkimMrEaiHHi. Si. 

A Colonïal Edition b ali 

^ I (BobATt), THE 



dûcd br ^ 



-_ K)EMS OF. 



SCHOOL5. ' 



c ColllfE, Oxford. 



SOCIAL PROGRF, 



MENT 

SCHOO_. , 

Bniton (Alfred}. Sce Illulnittd Pocket 

mu^(r. V.l, D.D., FdLow 
" " or itrucnoM Collic 

OLOGY 

SS: The Dwnp- 

, DimjSv», m. W. 

BntÛtt'(JOMPb). S« En(Iijh Libniy. 
CaldMOtt (A&adX DD' Sh Hudbeoki 

OlUanroM (D. 8.k HadBulir oT Ibc Nor. 
nul Schvol, EdinlMireb. TEST CARDS 
rN EUCUD AND ALCEBRA. Intbm 
mckcu oT 401 irith Aiuwïfi. u. «acb. Or 



IN AUSTRALIA. Z>m^ 8». 

CdoDlil EdEiign i> ibonibliibad. 

UfOMinX SHLiillELibniT. 

OàonW.T.a^ S«OirardBio(T>phlH. 
Qu&m (Jobn). 3m Illuunuâ Pocket 

0*mi* (Tbomu). THE FRENCH RE- 
VOLUTION. EdiiEd bv C R. L. 
Flitchu, Fellow of Mig^slen CoIIeec, 
Oxfocd. TkraVtltnma. Crtnmaet. >8>. 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER 
CROMWELL. Wiih BU Iniroduclion 

br c. H. - 

VeSmii. IfHHf ïc*. . . . 

Carlyl* (K. H. and A. . 



I.«wJai 



THE 



^ILD 



ChuiibaTliii [WllbiiT a|. ORDERED 



'CÛiMutar (llûi 



A Colonial F^ùion il ilso puLlklisd. 
' (O. D.) and KolMrtt (K. £.> 
.^^.^MAKINC INTHEMCDLAllDS. 
PAST AND PRES ENT. Wiih i« full- 

CIiBttertfm {TIUHnw> S« Msibucn'i 
Edelish Libniy. 

CbenameldtLordX THE LETTERS OF, 
TO HIS SON. K.diiMl, viih »n Introduc- 
tion by C. S ■ ■■ • ■ 



Cmiitlul (F. V.) THE CAROUNE 

I5LANDS. Wiib mmy IlliBtfUnM and 
Map*. Dimytv*. lU, 6rf. w(. 

ClCDI«. S« CluBcal Truiibiioni. 

ClVka (F. A.\ M.A. 5ce Laden at 

ithBT (A. L.) and CmiKi OX 
ICHARD WAGNERS lïUSlC 



/» /W 



Tks Holv Ci. 
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S« LiltJc 
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P.), M.A. THE BOOK OF 
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OMmê (W. X.X M.A. S«e Chnrcluiuu't 
Library. 

(Momuu HYPNEROTOMACHIA POLI. 
PHÎLI UBI HUMANA OMNIA NON 
NISI SOMNIUM ESSE DOCET 
ATQUE OBITER PLURIMA SCITU 
SANE QUAM DIGNA COMMEMO> 
RAT. An édition lîmited to 350 copies on 
handnudepaper. Fé/iû, 7%rttOmMéax met. 

Oonxbt (William). See IIluetrAted Pocket 
Ubnkry* 

Oook (A. M.). M. A. See E. C. Marchant. 

OoOkd-Taylor (B. W.X See Social Ques- 
tions Série*. 

OoraUKlCarle). THEPASSINGOFTHS 

GREAT QUEEN: A Tribote to the 
Noble Life of Victoria Regina. Small 

ACHRISTMASGREETING. Sm.^U. xx. 
Oorkmi (Alice> See Liitle Rooks on Art. 

OotoiCROMmar^). dantes garden. 

Wilh a Frontupiece. Secemd Edition, 
Fcaà. 8tv. ai. hd.; igaihêr. xi, 6d, fut. 

BIBLE FLOWERS. With a Fkontispiece 
and Plan. Ftn^. 8o«. «x. 6d. nrt. 

OùWlèJiÀXtnhBm). See Lîttle Library. 

Oowp«r (^iruiiam), THE POEMS OF. 
Edited with an Introduction and Notes by 
}. C Bailbv, m. a. With Illustrationii, 
including two uapablished designs by 
WiLUAM Blakk. Twû Vûhtmet. Dtnty 
%vo lOS. 6d. M//. 

COZ (J. ObailM), LL. D. , F. S. A. See Little 
Gaides, The Antiquarys Books, and Ancient 
Cities. 

OOX (HartddX B.A. See Social Questions 
Senes. 

Crabbe (QeoneX See Little Library. 

CnllleCW.Aj). A PRIMER OF BURNS. 
Cr»um 811W. 9t. 6d. 

0ralk(lIÏ8.X See Lîttle Library. 

Oraihav (Richard). See Little Libnry. 

CSrawfordYF. G.). See Mary C. Danaon. 

Oroaob (W.). bryan king. with a 

Portrait. Croum 9v0. u. 6d. net. 

Orniktfhaak (G.) THE loving bal. 

LAD OF LORD BATEMAN. With xi 
Plates. Crenm \6mp. ts. 6d. net. 

From the édition published by C. Tilt, 
x8ii. 

Cnimp(B.). See A. L. Geather. 

Oimllflé (F. H. B.), Fellow of Ali Soûls' 
Collège, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF 
TH&BOBR WAR. With many Illus- 
trations, Plans, and Portraits. /« s vois. 
Qumrte, xp. eiuk. 

Otttta (B. L.)f D. D. See Leaders of Religion. 

Danlell (0. W.Xt M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Danson (lEaxy C.) and Crawford (F. 

O.X FATHBRS IN THE FAITH. 
Small ^o it, 6d. 
Dante. LA COMMBDIA DI DANTB. 
The lulîan Text edited by Pagbt Tovnbxb, 
MJL,D.Litt. CfVSMsSM. 6$, 



THB PURCATORIO or DANTE. 

Traoslated into Spenserian Prose by C 

(SoRDON Wkight. With the Italiaa text. 

/V^. 8«WL M. 6d. met 

See also Paget Toynbee and Little Library. 

Darl«r(QMne> See Little Library. 

D'ArqrOLF.KM.A. A NEW TRIGON- 
OMETRY FOR BEGINNERS. Crvmm 
leis. ar. 6d. 

DaTtnport (C^yiU)- See Connoissenr's 
Library and Little Books on Art. 

DaYlB (H. W. C), M. A., Fellow and Tutor 
of Balliol Collège, Author<tf * Charlenagnc' 
ENGLAND UNDER THENORMAXS 
AND ANGEVINS: 1066-1070. With 
Maps and lUostrations. Demy 80». los^ 6d. 
net. 

DaWBOB (A. J.X MOROCCO. Seing a 
bondle of jottii^, notes, impresàoos, 
taies, and tnbutes. With many Illnstra* 
tions. Demy 809. xor. 6d. net. 

Daaiia (A. aX See Little Library. 

]>«lb0S(Le0llX THE METRIC SYSTEM. 
Crenm 8ew. 9S. 

DcmoatlMnea. THEOLYNTHIACSAND 
PHILIPPICS. Translated upoQ a new 
princuUe by Otho Holland Cmm 8mc 

DamosthttM. AGAINST CONON AND 
CALLICLES. Edited with Noies and 
Vocabalary, by P. Dakwin Swirr, M.A 
Fca^. 9xr0. ar. 

Dickena (ObarlMX See Little Library and 
lUustrated Pocket Library. 

DlCklnson(Emll7). POEMS. Fixst Séries. 
Crcftm 8cv. 4J. 6^ net. 

DICidnaon (G. L.). M. A., Fellow of King's 
Collège, Cambndge. THE GREEK 
VIEW OF LIFE. Famrtk EdiOeiu 
Cremm Bcw. ar. 6</. 

Dlckaon CH. N.X F.R.S E., F.R.Met. Soc 
MBTEOROLOGY. lUustrated. Crvrm 
8ev. ac t^d. 

Dilk0(La4y% See Social Questions Séries. 

I>U10n(Edirard> SeeConnoîssenr'sLibcaty. 

DltCllflald(P. H.X M.A.. F.S.A. 

THB STORY OF OUR ENGLISH 
TOWNS. With an Introduction by 
AuGUSTUS Jbssopp, D.D. Secemd EdiHenn 

OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Estant ai 

the Présent Time. Crown %p0. 6c. See 

also HalfKTOwn Library. 
DlXOn fW. M.X M.A. A PRIMER OF . 

TENNYSON. Second Fditimn. Crtma 

ivo, ae, 6d. 
ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKB TO 

BROWNINC;. Second Edition. Crown 

9oo, ar« 6d. 
Dole <N. H.). FAMOUS COMPOSEES. 

With Portraits. Two Volmmet. Demy 

8«#. xa*. net, 
HWOMSf (llay). SONGS OF THB RBAL. 

Cremm Btw. u. 6dl net* 
Aiwloflieofp 
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JkfotûMB (Jamefl). THE man in thb 

PULPIT. Cranm 800. ». 6d, tuL 

BOWden (J.X D.D.. Lord Bishop of Edin- 
burgh. Se« Churcoman's Libraiy. 

I>rag6 (O.) Se« Books on Bunness. 

DrlTer (S. R.;, D.D. , D.CL., Canon of Christ 
Church, Regins Professer of Hebrew in the 
University of Oxford. SERMONS ON 
SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH THE 
OLD TESTAMENT. Cnmm ivû. 6s. 
S«e aiso Westminster Commentaries. 

I>I7ll1init(A. R ). See Littie Books on Art. 

Dagaid (CnarlesX See Books on Business. 

Dlinean (8. J.) (Mrs. CotbrX Author of * A 
Voyage of Consolation.' ONTHEOTHER 
SIDEOFTHELATCH. Sec»ndEdition. 
Crown %vo. 6s, 

DxuiXL CJ. T.\ D. Se. , and Hnndélla <V. A.X 

G ENERALELEMENTARY SCIENCE. 
With Z14 Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Crown 8p^. 3*. 6rf. 
Dunstan (A. R), R.Sc See Junior School 
Books. 

]>iirliam (TheEarl of). A REPORT on 

CANADA. With an Introductory Note. 

Denty 8tv. 41. 6d, ntt. 
Dntt (W. A.X A POPULAR GUIDE TO 

NORFOLK. Médium Bw. 6d. net, 
THE NORFOLK BROADS. With 

colonred and other Illustrations by Frank 

SoUTHGATB. ^Lurg^t Domy 8cw. 6s, See 

also Littie Gnides. 
Earle(Jo2m>, Bishop ofSaiisbmy. MICRO- 

COSMOGRAPHIE, or A PIECE OF 

THE WORLD DISCOVERED. Post 

•i6mo, as net. 

BdmondB, (Major J. S.). R.E.; D.A.Q.- 

M.G. See W. Birkbeck Wood." 
BdwardS (Clément). See Social Questions 

Séries. 
Edward! (W. DontfasX See Commercial 

Séries. 
Egan (PlerceX See Illustrated Pocket 

Library. 

Egerton (H. R), M.A. A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. New 
and Cheaper Issue. I>eniy 9oo, ys, 6d, 
net, 
A Colonial Edition is also poblished. 

EUaby (C. O.). See The Littie Guides. 

Ellervon (F. O. ). See S. T. Stone. 

EUwood (Thomas), TriE history of 

THE LIFE OF. Edited by C G. Crump, 
M.A Crown 8cv. 6s. 

BziyKeÛB.). A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE: From its Beginning to 
Tennyson. Trandated from the (^nnan. 
Demr &m. is, 6d. net, 

ErasmOB. A Book called in Latin EN- 
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIAN I, 
and in English the Manual of the Christian 
Knight, replenidied with most wholesome 
precepts, made by the famousclerk Brasmos 
of Roteraame, to the which is added a new 
and marrelloos profitable préface. 



From the édition prînted by Wynkoa de 
Worde for John Byddell, 2533. Fca^ Zvo, 
3f. 6d. net, 
FUrbiother (W. H.X M.A. THE philo- 
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second 
Edition, Crown Zvo. 31. 6d, 

Farrer (Boglnald). THE GARDEN OF 

ASIA. Second Edition. Crown 9vo, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

FerrlerCBnsanX See Littie Library. 

Fldler (T. Olazton), M.Inst. CE. See 
Books on Business. 

Flelding (Henry). See English Lib- 
rary. 

FtniX ([S. W.)b M. A See Junior Examination 
Séries. 

Flrth (0. S.). M.A. CROMWELL'S 
ARM Y: A History of the English Soldier 
during the Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, 
and the Protectorate. Crown Bvo, 6s. 

Flflher (O. W.X M.A. ANNALS OF 
SHREWSBURYSCHOOL. Wiihnumer- 
ous Illustrations. Demy Bvo. xos. 6tL , 

FltiQerald (Edward). therubAIYÀT 

OF OMAR KHAYYÀM. Printed from 
the Fifth and last Edition. With a Corn- 
mentary by Mrs. Stbphbn Batson, and a 
Biography of Omar by E. D. Ross. Crown 
8cv. 6s. See also Miniature Library. 
Fleeker (W. H.X M. A., D.C- L, Headmaster 
of the Dean Close SchooL Cheltenham. 
THE STUDENTS PRAYER BOOK. 

P&rt I. MORMING AKD EVRNING PrAYBR 

AND LiTANY. With an Introduction and 

Notes. Crown Zvo, os. 6d, 

Flnz (A W.), M.A., William Dow Professer 

of Political Economy in M*GiILUniversity, 

ECONÔMIC PRINCIPLES. 



s, 6d, net, 

O.) See Littie Books on 



MontreaL 
Denty Zvo, 

Forteecue ( 

Art. 

Fraser (David). A modern cam- 

PAIGN ; OR, WAR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST. 
Illustrated. Crown Zvo. 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Ftaser (J. F.), round the world 

ON A WHEEL. With xoo Illustrations. 
Fourtk Edition Crown 8tw. 6s. 
A Olonial Edition is also published. 
Ften<dl (W.), M. A. See Teattbooks of Tech- 
nology. 

Freadenreich (Ed. TOn). dairy bac 

TERIOLOGY. a Short Manual for the 
Use of Students. Translated by T. R. 
AiNSwoRTH Davis, M.A Second Edition. 
Revised. Crown Bvo, as. 6d. 

Fnlford (H. W.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

0. O, and F. 0. Q. JOHN BULL'S AD- 
VENTURES IN THE FISCAL WON- 
DERLAND. By Charz.xs Gbakb. With 
46 Illtistrations by F. Carruthbrs Govu> 
Second Edition, Crown Bvo, xs, net, 

a€d]iClian(W.lL). See LitUe Guides 
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OftatlâdO(0«oa9ragr,Biq.)L Sce lUntrated 
Pocket Library. 

OAflk«U(Mn.X See Little Libnry. 

OMQOet, the Ki8:ht Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. See 
Andquaiy't Books. 

Qeonpa (H. B.X M.A., Fellowof New Collège, 
Oxford BATTLES OF ENGLISH HIS- 
TORY. With Dumerotu Plans. Fourtk 
Edition. Revised. with a new Chftpter 
including the Souta Africaa War. Cronm 
8t'«. %s. bd. 

A HISTÔRICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE. Stcûtui Edition, 
Crown 8tv. %s. 6d. 

Qlbblzui (H. de B.K LittD., M.A. IN- 
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND: HISTORI- 
CAL OUTLINES. Wiih 5 Mapt. /-tmrtk 
Edition, Dtmy %vo. loj. fuL 

A COMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR. 
Crown 6vû. is. 6d, 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF 
ENGLAND. Tentk Edition. Reyised. 
With Maps and Plans. Crown 8tw. 31. 

ENGLISHSOCIALREFORMERS. 
Second Edition» Crown %t'o. as. 6d. 

Sec^ also Commercial Séries and Social 
Questions Séries. 

Gibbon (Edward). THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
A New Edition, edited with Notes, Appen- 
dices, and Maps. by J. B. Buky, M.A., 
Litt.D., Regtus Professor of Greek at Cam- 
bridge. In Sfven yo/umos. DemyZvo, Gilt 
top.\t. 6d, êmck. Aisot Cr, Bvo. 6x. oacA. 

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT- 
INGS. Edited, with an Introdactko and 
Notes, 1^ G. BiRKBBCic UiLL, LL.D. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 
See also English Library. 

OlbSOn (B.'C. H.), D.p., Lord Bbbop of 
Gloucester. See Westminster Commen taries, 
Hand books of Tbeology, and Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

Oilbert (A. B.% Se« Lîttle Books on Art 

Oodûroy (Elisabeth). A BOOK OF R£. 

MEMBRANCE. Socond Edition, Eca/. 

9vo. as. 6d. nti. 
Oodley (A. D.). M.A., Fellow of Ma«lalen 

Collège, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA. 

rkird Edition. Faià. Zvo. 9S. 6d. 
VERSES TO ORDER. Socond Edition. 

Fcap. ZxfO. as. 6d. 
SECOND STRINGS. Feaé. 800. v, 6d. 

Ooldsmith (OUTer). THE VICAR OF 

WAKEFIELD. With 24 Coloured Plates 
hy ^ T. RowLANDtON. Eoyai tow. Ono 
Guinoa net. 

Reprinted from the édition of z8x7« Also 
Ecap. 32mo. With zo Plates in Photo- 
gravure by Tony Tohannot. Leaikor. as. 6d. 
net. SecAlso Iliustrated Pocket Library 
and English Library. 

Goodrlcb-Fïeer (A.V IN A SYRLAN 

SADDLE. Domy 8tv. js. 6d. not. 
Oondge <H. L.), M. A.» Principal of WeUi | 



Thedo^eal Collège. SecWestainMerCoA- 

mentanei. 

Qrataam <P. Indenon). See Sodal Qœs. 

tions Séries. 

Oranger (F. 8.K M.A., Utt.D. psych- 

OLOGY. Second Edition. Cromn 8e». 

THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Crvmn 

Zvo. 6». 
araT(B.M'Qneen). GERMAN PASSAGES 

FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Cromm 

8fv. af . bd* 
ai«j(P.L.KB.Sc THEPRINCIPLESOF 

MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY: 

an Elementary Text-Book. With z8z 

EHagrams. Crown 8^0. ^. ftd. 
Qreen (O. Bockland), M. A., Assistant 

M aster at Edinbtiigh Academy, late Fellow 

of St. Jc^n's Collège. Oxon. NOTES ON 

GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. Croton 

8cv. 3J. td. 
Oreen (E. T.), M.A. See Chorchman's 

Library. 

Qreenldfe <A. H. J.X M.A. A HISTORY 

OF ROME: i>unns t^ Later Republîc 
and the Elarly Prindpate. In Six Vomwus. 
Demy %vo. Vol. I. (133- X04 uc )l zor. bd. 
net 
OreenweHiPoinU. See MinUtnre Libmr. 
R. A.) THE VAULT OF 
A Popolar Introduction to 
With numerous Illustrauoos. 
■I. bd. 

B. G.). See Library of 



areconr (à. 

HEAVEN. 



Astronomy. 
Crown ÎXfO. 

Qrescny ( 

Dévotion. 

OreTille Minor. A MODERN JOURNAL. 
Edited by J. A. Spenx>bb. Crown Sott. 

GrinUacTâ H.). A HISTORY OF THE 
GREAT NORTHERN RAILWAV, 
K845-OK. ^ With lUnscnUkHis. Reviaed, with 
an additional chapter. Demy Scx». lor. bd. 

Ombb (H. Cw). See Teztbooks of Technology. 

Onlnejr (LoolBa L). HURRELL 

FROUDE: Memonada and Comments. 
Iliustrated. Domy ÎOfo, ictf. bd. noi. 
Oimm (H "U). A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 
New and cheaper issue. Eoyal Sn». 51. net. 

Hackett (J^bnVB-D. A history of 

THE ORTHODOX CHURCH OF 
CYPRUS. With Maps and lllustzations. 
Dewn 80V. 15B. net. 

Haddon (A. C). SoD., F.R.S. HEAD- 
HUNTERS, BLACK, WHITE. AND 
BROWN. With many Illustrations and a 
Map. Demy Smt. 151; 

Badfleld (BJL). See Sodal Questions 
. Séries. 

HaU (R. K.) and Neal <W. G.). THE 
ANUENT RUINS OF, RHODESIA 
Wiib numerous Illustrations. Second 
Edition, revised. Demy 8iv. los. bd. net. 

Hall (R. N.X GRJËAT ZIMBABWE 
With nmnerons Plans and IllustratioQS. 

'^ Second Edition* EeymiSvo» au. ««t 
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Hamllton <F. J.), D.D. See Byantine 
Texts. 

Bammond (J. L.). CHARLES JAMES 

FOX : A Biographical Study. Demy 8kw. 
lor. téU 
Haanay (p.J. A SHORT HISTORY OF 
THE ROVAL NAVY, From Early 
TiMBS To THB Presbnt Day. lUuttrated. 
Twc Vaiumes, D*n^ 8tw. ^s, 6d, eack. 
Vol. I. 1900*1688. 

Eumay (James 0.), m.a. the spirit 

AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM. Crvum9v0.6t. 

THE WISDOM OF THE DESERT. /V»>. 
Zvû, 3«. M. n4t» 

Hare. (À. T.). M.A, THE CONSTRUC- 
TION OFLARGEINDUCl'lON COILS. 
With numerous Diagrmms. Demy 8cw. 6s, 

HaxTlBon (CUfford). reading and 

READERS. Fcaà. 8cw. m. 6d, 

Hawthomd (Katoanlèl). See Little 

Library. 
Heatll (Frank &.). See Little Gaides. 
Heath (DadleyX See Connoisseur's Library. 

HeUo Œrnest). STUDIES IN saint- 

SHIP. Translated from the French by 
V. M. Crawpord. Fcmé 8m. y, 6iL 

*Heildenon (B. W.). Fellow of Exetcr 
Collège. Oxford. THE LIFE ANU 
PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR 
NERO. With Illustrationi. Ntw mnd 
cktaptr issue. Demy 8^. fs, ti. net, 

Hendenon (T. P.). See Little Library and 
Oxford Biographies 

Henley (W. E.). See Half-Crown Lib- 
rary. 

Henley (W. B.) aad WlilMey (C). See 

Half-Crown Library. 
Henson (H. H.), B. D., Canon of Westminster. 

APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY: As Illus- 

trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the 

Corinthians. Crown 8v^. 6f. 
LIGHT AND LEAVRN : Historical and 

Social Sermons. Crcwn 8cw. 6*. 
DISCIPLINE AND LAW. Fcap, 8m. 

95. 6d, 

Herbert (George). See library of Dévotion. 

Herbert ofCHermizy (Lord). See Minia- 
ture Library. 

Hewina (W. A. 8.). B.A. ENGLISH 
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Crcwn 
9tfû. 9s. 6ti. 

Bewltt (EtHel K.) A GOLDEN DIAL. 
FcaÂ. ive. 9S. 6J. net, 

HeTfTOOd (W.). PALIO AND PONTE : 
A Boolc of Tuacan Games. lUustrated. 
Rcyal%if^. ajs,net, 

Hllbert(T.). See Little Blue Books. 

Hni (Olare). See Textbooks of Technology. 

RUl (Henry), B.A., Headmasterof the Boy's 
High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A 
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 
Crown 9v0. ss, 6d, 

RUlegms (Bowmxd C). with the 



BOER FORCES. With 94 IlhistratioDS. 
Secend Edition, Crown Svo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also publisbed. 

BobhouBe (Bmlly). the brunt of 

THE WARTWith Map and lUustimtions. 

Crown 8cv. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also publisbed. 
HobbOUse (L. T.). Fellow of CCC, Oxford. 

THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Demy 8m. lof. 6d, net. 
H0b8OlI(J.A.),M.A. INTERNATIONAL 

TRADE : A Study of Economie Principles. 

Cmtm 8m. as. 6d, ntL See also Social 

Questions Séries. 
Hodgkln (T.), D.C.L. See Leaders of 

Religion. 

Hodraon (Mn. A. W.). HOW TO 

IDENTIFY OLD CHINESE PORCE- 
LAIN. Postlvo. 6s. 

Hof» (Thomas Jefléreon). SHELLEY 

AT OXFORD. With an Introduction by 

R. A. Strbatpbild. Fca/. 8v0. as. net. 
Holden-Stone (0. <le). See Books on 

Business. 
Holdleh (81r T. H.), K.CI.E. THE 

INDIAN BORDERLAND: being a 

Personal Record of Twentv Years. nius- 

trated. Demy Svo. 10s. 6a. net. 
HOldSWOrtll (W. B.), M.A. A HISTORY 

OF ENGLISH LAW. In Two Voinmes, 

VoL /. Demy 80A lor. 6d, net. 
Holt (Bmlly). THE SECRET OF POPU- 

LARITY. Crown 8m. 3«. 6d. neL 
A Colonial Edition is also publisbed. 
HcOyoake (0. J.). See Social Questions 

Séries. 
Hone (Natbaniel J. ). See Antiquary's Books. 
Hoppner. See Little Galleries. 
Horace. See Classical Tmaslations. 
Hor8blirgh(E.L.8.).M.A. WATERLOO: 

A Narrative and Critkism. With Plans. 

Second Edition, ^ Crown 8m. 5X. See also 

Oxford Biographies. 
Horth CA.C.X aee l'extbooks of TechnoIog>'. 
Horton (B. p.), D.D. See Leaders of 

Religion. 

Hoeie (Alexander). manchuria. 

With Illustrations and a Map. Second 

Edition, Demy 8m. 71. 6d, net, 
A Colonial Edition U also publisbed. 
How (F. D.X SIX GREAT SCHOOL- 

MASTERS. With Portraito »nd Illustra. 

tions. Second Edition. Demv^vo, js, 6d, 
Howell (0.). See Social Questions Séries. 

Hndeon (Robert). MEMORIALS OF A 

WARWICKSHIRE PARISH. With 
many Illustrations. Demy 9vo, xu. nei 
Huches (0. B.). THB PRAISB OF 
SHAKESPEARE. An Enjrlish Antbol- 
ogy. With a Préface by Sionbv Lbb. 
Demy 9vo. xs. 6d. net, 

Hnfl^es (Tbomae). TOM BROWN'S 

^HOOLDAYS. With an Introduction 
and Notes by Vkrnon Rbndall. LeeUker, 
Royal yimo, as. 6d, net. 
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BttttfhSBMB (BOBiM a^ THS NEW 
FORËST. lUustnted in coloar vith 

SD Pictnrcs by Waltbk Tvndalb and 4 
V Mtss Lucv Kemp Wblch. 
Dtmy Se». 311. ntt. 
Hutton <1. W.), M. A. See L«md«rs of 
Religion. 

Hatton (Edward), thb citirs of 

UMBRiA. With many Illustrations, of 

which 20 are in Colour, byA. PiSA. Sêcomd 

EditiûH, Crmun 800. 6#. 
ENGUSH LOVE POEMS. Editml with 

an Introduction. Fcmp. 8cw. y. hd* met, 
Hutton (B. H^- See Leaders of Religion. 
Hntlon <▼. SL). M.A. TUE LIFE OF 

SIR THOMAS MORE. With Portraits. 

Second Editicn, CmmBs». ss. See also 

Leaders of Religion. 
Hyett (F. A.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 

FLORENCE. Dtmy Sr«. 7*, 6d. mL 
IbMn (H«IIXikW BRAND. a Drama. 

Translatad by William Wiljson. Tkird 

Editiom, Crvwn 8cw. y. éd. 
iDge (W. E.), M. A., Fellow and Tutor of 

Rtertford Colkge. Oxford. CHRISTIAN 

MVSTICISM. The Bampton Lectures for 

1809. Denfv 8r». im. 6d. tut. See aiso 

Library of Dévotion. 
Iimei (A. IXK M.A. AHISTORYOFTUE 

BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 

Plans. Cfvwn 8ev. 6s, 
ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS. 

With Mapa. Drmy 80». lox. 6d. net, 
JadCMm (0. &), B.A., Sdence Master at 

Bradford Gnunraar Scbool. EXAMPLES 

IN PHYSICS. Crown Soo. ai. 6d, 
JMdnOIl (t.), M. A. See Commercial Séries. 
JackfOn (F- Hamilton). See Little Guides. 
JaOOb (P.), M. A. See Junior Examination 

Seriez 
Jeans <J. Btephen). See Social Questions 

Séries and Business Books. 

JeffirejrB(D.OwynX dolly'STHEATRî- 

CALS. Descnbed and Illuatrated wich ^4 
Colonied Pictures. SuperRoyn2jtm0.9s,td. 

JûlÛLM (E)i MJL, Reader of I^w in the 
Universityof Oxford. ENGLISH LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT. Cromnivo. as. 6d. 

Jdimer (Bba. H.). See Little Books on Art 

JesaOpp <Allg111ltll8X D-D. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

J6Y0IIB (F. B.K M.A., Litt.D., Principat of 
Hatfield Hall. Durham. See Churchnan's 
Library and Handbooks of Theoloiinr. 

^olmBon (Mrs. Barham). wi lli am bod- 

HAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDS. 
With Illustrations. J>emy Bivê. xor. 6d. 
net. 
JohnsUm (Wt H. H.K K.CB. BRITISH 
CENTRAL AFRICA. With neariv 900 
Illustrations and Six Maps. Tkird Adition, 
Crown Atô. i8x. net, ^ 

Jones (E. Crompton). POEMS OF THE 

INNER LIFE. Selected by. Eitvtntk 
Editim. /ai/.8M. at,6d,m€i. 



Joaéa(B.). See Commercial Scrieib 

Jones (L. A. Atherley). iCC. BtP., and 
Ballot (SV|9l H. L.). THE MINERS* 
GUIDE TO THE COAL MINES* 
REGULATION ACTS. Crovm 8m. 
ax. 6d, net* 

Jonson (Beol See Standard Library. 

JoUan OaiSr) of Norwloii. REVELA. 

TIONSOF DIVINE LOVE. Editad by 
Gracb Waskack. Cromm Sa», ys, éd, 

JUTinai Sm Clamical Transladoos. 

TanftnanWJIL). SeeSodalQuestîonsSeriea. 

Keatinff (J. F.). D.D. thb agape 

AND THB BUCHARIST. Crvmn Sm 
^s.6d, 

Ssata (Jéhnk THB POEMS OF. Edited 
with Introduction and Notes by E. de Sdin* 
conrt, M.A. Demjt 8100. ys, 6d. net. See 
alao little Library and English Lâ>> 
rary. 

XaUe (John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
With an Introduction and Notes by W. Lock, 
D.D., Wardcn of Keble Collège. Illusirated 
byR.ANNiNGBBX.u Tkird Edition. Fcm^ 
8rv. 31. 6d, : peUded mtorocco, 5s; SeeaJso 
Library of Dévotion. 

KemniamionaaÀ). THE IMITATION 

O^ CHRIST. With an Introduction by 
Dban Fakrak. lUustnited by C M . Gur. 
Tkird Edition. Fcn^.Zvo. ys,M,;Pmdded 
moroeco, m* See aJâo Library of Dévotion 
and English library. 

AlsoTraiBu«edbyCBiGcD.D. Crotm 
8fw. 3«. 6d 

Sennody (BartK THE green 

SPHINX. Croum 8rw. v. 6dL mt. 

Kennadr ( Jan^ Honglitom), D.D., Assist- 
ant Lecturer in Divinityin the Univcrsityof 
Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND ANP 
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
TH1ANS. With Introduction, Disso-tations 
and Notes. Crown Z.vo. 6f . 

XeeteU (J. D.K through SHOT akd 

FLAME : Being the Adventures and Ex- 
périences of I. I>. Kbstcli., Chaplain to 
General Christian de Wet. Crown Scw. 
6*. 
A Colonial Edition is alao puUIshed. 

lOmmlnB (0. W.). MA. the chemis- 

TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. lUss. 
trated. Crowon Am. ar . 6d, 

(A. W.). See Little Library. 

KipQns (Badyard). Barrack-room 

AIXADS. 7yrd Tkomsamd. Crwom^oo. 
Tiuenty-first Edition, 6«. 
A Colonial Edition is alw poblished. 
THESEVENSEAS. f^andTkmssnnd. TemU 
Edition, Crown Zvo.giU toK 6s. 
A Colonia] Edition is also puUished. 
THB FIVB NATIONS. 4»/ Thomsamd. 
Setùttd Edition. Crown loo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition \% also publi&hed 
DEPARTHENTAL DITTIES. SirtetnU 
Edition. Crown Zxto. Bncknum. 6s. 
A Cokunal Edition ia alw publMbadl 



General Literature 



KBewUns (B. J.), M.A., Prorcuor oT Nev 
amusai EitgHu u King-| Collège, 

London. SïtWeuininitcrCDiiinwnuiiES. 

Lamb (ObUlM *nd IIujI. THE WORKS 

OF. Ediicd by E. V. Lucas. With 

NtuDeisu* llliutrtitioni. /■ SiPtit Vilumit. 



THK ESSAVS OF F.LIA. __. 

1 b)r A. (-ARTH JONRS, and *n 
o by K. V, Lucas. Dim]/ ire. 

THR KÎNG and QUEEN OF HRARTS 



«UEEN OF HRARTS : 
hildrcn. Itlutlnltcd by 



bciiinih, cdiud l>r F. V. 1 
Sce alw Lîttic Librsry. 



Cmmivt. <1. U. 
LS-wOnUiAin). SwLibniryofDrvolinn. 

LMeUrHatur}. thf. uukk ofuevon'- 

SKIRE. A B^OEiaphy. Wilb ii Illuitm- 

A Colon'iafEdTiian î^'nltD publlihed. 
LMrOBptalnL. HelTlUeX A H I. S TORY 
Oy POLICE IN KNGLANLl Crra-*ivi. 
î». firf. ml. 

LriiliCF«relT»U. thecomicf.nglisk 

GRAMMAR. FmbeLliîh.d wiih upward. 
of SO chMKleriMic: llliisintionj by JoHH 
Leick. Ptil ifiino. u. 6:ï. ni'/. 
LmrsKT.E.), M.A, AIR AND WATER, 









LOCH,(W»lWtf), _11.D;, Wjidtn nf Kcbli 



À CoIodUI EdiiioD i> al» pablished. 
OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Stc<md£dllùm. 

A CoEonûl Edition ii alw publiihed. 
Lover (SÎLSlIWl). S« inutnlad Pocket 



II 

B. T. L. uid C. L a ENGLAUD DAY BY 

DAV : Or, Tba En(JiêbiniD'i Hindbook to 

EAdcncv. IlInstmtedliTGioiOBMauow. 

FrmrikèMUm. Fca*. tU. „. mtl. 
A burletiii» Yeu-Book uid Atnunac 
L1I0U(B.V.I: THK LIFE OF CHARLES 

LAMU. With numtroiu Portiiits and 

lllutmiaiu. TkirdEdilim. Ti™ Vtlu. 

DmtBvB. air. ml. 
A WANDERKR IN HOLLAND. WÎIb 

manv llliuiraiions, of «hich » uc In Co^™^. 

■- HsiiiiBirT Maushali. Ftmtth Ediliim. 



if» ... 

A Colonial Edition ii alto mibliihed. 
IHEOPEN ROApialililïBookroiWar- 

THE^RIENmLv TOWN llt'llMi Ito!* 
forlhsUibinc. Sltand Ed. Fea*.%t,t. u. 
LneUlL SccClandcalTrantlalioni. 
L7de(L.T.),M.A. S« Commercial .<itria. 
LydonOTMl B.). Sh Junior School Hooki. 
L;tt«lton(HoiLlln.l.X WOMKNAND 



itacttTiltyfLÔrat (.kiticalami) his- 

TORÏCAL ESSAYE. EdilidbïF. C. Won- 
TACi;i,M.A. ThmVelumii. Crtnmtxv. 

The only cdilion oT Ibii biK-k campletdy 

H'Anën <J.' B. &), kl-A. See Commerdil 

Seiiei. 
KaçOnUOOh (J- A-X s» Churchman'i 

Kacoâim (Iloreaoe). mary stuart. 

With over 60 Illuunlions, includini; a 

Froniispiece in PhoiOBravuie. Dtmr %tv. 

loi. (d. nft. 
ACalwiïlF.dii;an isaUapublished. Set 

■IioLeadenof Religion. 
IlaDennott (K K.). See Bool» on Bu.<ineM. 
HDowall (A. B.}. See Oiford Biograpbiei 



JtaLy(l.M.), SceChurcliinMi'jLÎhrsri'. 
aiiu(L&iiria). M.A. A PRIMER OÏ 
fORDSWORTH. Crm.« 8n.. tt.bJ. 
lUllAltr(J.P.XUlI.D. AlilSTORYOF 
THE EGVPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 

MalUMld(F!wALL™DS^ii]gProre«or 
of the Lawt Df t,nc\^«A in Ihe U^vcruiy o[ 
CMBbridgfc CANON LAW IN ENG- 
LAND. Rfy«lirc. jj, 6rf. 

MaUen (H. ±i, m.a. engush R£- 

CORDS. A Oimninion to itie Hinory of 

Eagland. CrnmBiu, V-6A 
THE^NGLISH CITIZEN ; HIS RIGHTS 

AND DUTIES. Sientd EdHi^ Cmm 

g». 11. S^. 
A SCHOOL HISTORY OF SURREY. 



ilbnuDylILdi- _ _ 

Marebuit <B. aXM-A., Êénnir ^ péter. 
hDUH, Camlddce. A GREEK ANTHO- 
LOCV. Stctud SJilin. Crmn Int. 
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Messrs. Mbthuen's Catalogue 



lUxeluat (B. a), M.A., and Cook (A. M.), 
M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Second Bditiam, Cr^wm 
8«0. y. 6d, 

Karloir» (ObrlitoplMrX S«e EngUab 

Library. 
lUzr (J. B.X F.R.S., Fellow of St John'» Col- 

lw«, Cambridge. THE SCIENTIFIC 

STUDYOFSCENERY. Stcmd Editi0H. 

Illustrated. CrmvH Zve. 6f. 
AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. With nuin- 

eroas Illustrations. Cr^WH 9vff. 6s. 
MMrvéHiJkDÛnw). See Little Library. 
MlUWflald (J. B.) SEA LIFE IN NEL- 

SON'S TIME. With many Illustrations. 

CrvwH 8r#. xt, td. net. 
KaakalKA.) See Conooisseur's Librarr. 
MAfl<m(A.J.XDD> See Leaders of Refision. 
IU8SM(0Mnn). THE EVOLUTION OF 

PLANT LIFE : Lower Forms. With Illut- 

trations. Crown 8fw. %t. 6d. 

KasterxnAiiCC. F. 0.x M.A. TENNYSON 
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Cr^um 
Zvo. 6s. * 

XatiiéMn (Bon. & FX COUNSELS OF 

LIFE. Fas^.Zv0. as. 6d. tut. 

A volume of Sélections in Prose and 
Verse. 
UêJ Çmd). THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 
Stcind Edition. Ato, xx. ntt. 

Xellowi(BiiimaS.X A SHORT STORY 
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Crvwm 
8xv. xs. 6d. 
Hethaèn (A. H. B.). THE TRAGEDY 
OF SOUTH AFRICA. Cr. Zvo. as. 
ntt. 
A revised and enlarged édition of the 
author's 'Peace or War in South 
Africa.' 
ENGLAND'S RUIN : Discussed in Six- 

TBBN LbTTBRS TO THB RigHT HoN. 

JosBPH Chamberlain, M. P. Crown ^vo. 
yL mt. 

Hichell (E. BX THE ART AND PRAC- 
TIGE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photo- 
gravures by G. E. LoDGE, and other Illus» 
. trations. Dnny Btv. ici. 6d. 

HilIalS (J. aX THE LIFE AND LET- 
TKRS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MILLAIS, Président of the Roval Academy. 
With many Illustrations, of which a aue m 
Photogravure. New Edition, Domy 8cw. 
^s. 6d. net, 

HmiOs.cair Jtffan BrerattX See Uttle 

Galleriet. 
KUlil (C. T.X M.LM.E. See Textbooks of 

Technology. 
mine (J. cf.X. M.A. A HISTORY OF 

ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. 

imWa, JolÛL A MILTON DAY BOOK. 
Eidited by R. F. Towndrow. /^ai>. tvo. 
is. 6d. neL , 

See alto Little Library and Engïïsh 
Lihnry. 



lUnoliiii (BL ax M. A., and Peél (Bob6vt> 

OXFORD. Wiih xoo lUnstratioas m 
Colour. Crown Zvo. 6s, 

mtohemP.GhalmexBXM.A. oxrrLiNES 

OFBIOLOGY. Illustrated. Second EdJ- 

tion, Crown 800. 6s. 
mtUm (a. B.). JANE AUSTEN AKD 

HER ÉNGLAND. With many Portraiu 

and inostrations. Seco$id Edition, Dom^ 

8rtf. lof. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
'KoU(A.X' See Books on Business. 
ll0lr(D.]f.X See LitUe Library. 

Koney (L. 0. Gblona). RIcfHES AND 
POVERTY. Second Edition. Demy^no, 
SX. net. 

Moor«(H.B.X See Social Questions Serks. 
Koran (darence G.). See Books 00 

Business. 

More (81r TllomasX See Eoglish Lîfarory. 
Morflll (W. R.X Oriel Collège, Oxford. A 

HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 

THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER IL 

With Maps and Plans. Crown 8rv. y. 6d. 
KoricllCB. J.X latte of Clifton Collège. Sec 

School Examination Séries. 
*MoTrll(J.) THEMAKERSOFJAPAN. 

With many portraits and Illustrations. 

Dtnw 8vtf. X3X. 6<^ net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
KorriB (J. &X See Little Giudes. 
KortOn(]Q88 AndiinOllX Sec Miss Brod- 

rick. 
Moule (H. C. 0.X D.D., Lord Bisbop of Dur- 

ham. See Ixaulers of Keligioo. 

Muir (M. M. P&ttiMnX M..\. THE 

CHEMISTRYOFFIRE. The Elementary 

PrinciplesofChemistry. Illustrated. Crown 

Sptf. SX. 6d. 
Mimdella (V. A.), M. A. See J. T. Dunn. 
MnnrO (R.X LI« I^- See Antiquary's Books. 
Na^ Oflloer (A). See Illttstnted Pocket 

Library. 
Keal(W.O.X See R.N. Hall. 

Kewman (J. H.) aad othen. See Libnry 

of Dévotion. 
NiOhOll (J. B. B.X See Little Library. 
mckUn (T.), M. A. EXAMINATION 

PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. Crown 

8CV. 2X. 

Ntmrod. See Illustrated Pocket Library. 

NorthCOte(JainM),R.A. THE CONVER- 
SATIONS OF JAMES NORTHCOTE, 
R.A.. AND JAMES WARD. Ediied by 
Ernbst FLXTtuiXB. With maay PortxaitSi 
Demy 8cv. xox. 6d. 

Norway (A. H.), Author of 'Hîgfawavs and 
BywaysinDevonandComwalL' NArLES. 
With ss Coloured Illustrations by Mauucb 
GRSiPrBNHACBN. A New E4itMO. Cromn 
SswL 6x. 

NOTalia. THE DISCIPLES AT SAlS AKD 
OTHER FRAGMENTS. EditedbyMiM 
Una Bikch. Fceià. Sm. v. &£> 

0]MaSt(MïI.X Sm Leaders ofRdîguB. 
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Omaa (0. W. 0.). M. a., Fellow of au SoiiIb'. 
Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART OF 
WAR. Vol. II.: The Middle Ages/ from 
the FooTth to the Fourteeath Centiary. lUus» 
tiated. Pemv Bvû, los, 6d, net, 

OtUey <Bi. L.K D.D. See Handbooks of 
Thêology ana Leaders of Religioq. 

Owen (Douglas). See Books on Buûness. 

Ozfm (M^.), of Ouy's HospitaL A HAND- 
BOOK OF NURSIMG. Second Ediiùm, 
Croum 8rw. v • 6^. 

Pakes (W. C. 0.). THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. With numeroua Illustrationa. 

Palmer^ïBderickX wiTH KUROKI IN 

M ANCHURIA. With roany Illustrations. 
Third Edition, Detn^ Zvo, js. 6d, $ui, 
A Colonial Edition is aiso publisbed. 

Pazker âlilbert). A LOVer's diary : 

SONGS IN SEQUENCE. Fca^. Bvo. 5s. 

ParklnsoniJolm). paradis I in SOLE 

PARADISUS TERRISTRIS, OR A 
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA- 
SANT FLOWERS. Foiio. jC4. 4*. mi. 

Parmenter(JoIm). HELIO-trôpes, or 

NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS, 1625. 

Edited by Pbkcival Landon. Quarto, 

3$, 6d» néi. 
Parmentier (PrOfl Léon). See Byzantine 

Texts. 
PascaL See Library of Dévotion. 

Paaton (George), social carica- 

TURES OF THE EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY. Impérial Onarto. £q, 12s. 64L 
mi, See also Little Books on Art and lUus- 
trated Pocket library. 
PatenO]L(W.R.)(Benjamîn Swift). LIFE'S 
gUESTIONINGS. Crown Bvo. js. 6d. 
nêi. 

PattenonùLH.). NOTES OF an EAST 

COAST NATURALIST. Illustrated in 
Colourby B\ SouTiiGATE. Second Edition, 
Crown Bvo, 6s, 

NATURE IN EASTERN NORFOLK. 
A séries of observations on the Birds, 
Fiches, Mammals, Reptiles, and stalk-eyed 
Crustaceans found in that neighbourbood, 
with a list of the species. With la Illustra- 
tions in colouTi by Frank Southcatb. 
Second Edition, Crown $vo, 6s, 

PeaeOOk (K.). See Little Books on Art. 

Pearœ (a E.). M.A. annals of 

CHRISTS HOSPITAL. With many lUus- 

trations. Vetity ivo, js, 6d. 
Peel (Sidney), late Feltow of Trinîty Collège, 

Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Com- 

mittion on the Licensing Laws. PRACTL 

CAL LICENSING REFORM. Second 

Edition. Crown Bvo, ts, 6d, 
Petere (J. P.), D.D. See Churchman's 

Library. 

Petrle(w.lLPlliiders),D.C.L., LL.D.,Pro- 

fessor of Egyptology at University Collège. 
A HISTORY OF EGYPT, from the 
Earlibst Timbs to thb Présent Day. 



Fully Illustrated. Im six vohtmoo, Cnmm 

Zvo, 6s» each, 
Vou I. Prchistokic Times to XVIth 

Dynasty. Fi/lh Edition, 
Vol. II. The XVIIth and XVIIIth 

Dynasties. Fourtk Edition, 
Vou III. XIXth to XXXth Dynasties. 
Vol. IV. Thb EcYinr op thb Ptolbmibs. 

J. P. Mahappy, Litt.D. 
Vol. y. Roman Égypt. J. G. Milne, M.A. 
Vol. VI. Egypt in thb Middls Aces. 

Stanley Lanb-Poolb, M.A. 
RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 

ANCIENT EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. 

Crown Zvo, a«. 6d, 
SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 

EL AMARNA TABLETS. Crown Bvo, 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by Tris- 
tram Ellis. In Two Volumes. Crown Zvo. 

E(?YPT'iAN DECORATIVE ART. With 
I30 Illustrations. Crown tvo. y. 6d, 

PUUips (W. A.). See Oxford Biographies. 

PmUpottB (Eden). M Y DEVON YKAR. 
With 38 Illustrations by h Lby Pethy- 
BRIDGE. Second and Cnea/er Edition. 
Large Crown BtfO. 6s. 

UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG. 
Illustrated by Claude Sueppersok. 
Crown 4to, ts. put. 
A volume 01 poems. 

Plenaar (Philip). wiTH STEYN AND 

DE WET. Second Edition, Crown Zvo. 
js.6d. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Plaxr (Victor) and Walton (F. W.>. A 

SCHOOL HISTORY OF MIDDLE- 
SEX. With many Illustrations. Crottm 
Zvo. js, 6d. 
Plantna. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with 
an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com- 
mentary, by W. M. Lindsav, Fellow of 
Jésus Collège, Oxford. Demjr Zvo. lor. 6d, 
net. 

Plowden-Wardlaw (J. T.), B.A., King's 

Colle|;e^ Cambridge. See School Examina- 
tion Senes. 

Pooock (Roger). A frontiersman. 

TAird Edition. Crown %vo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Podmore (Franic). MODERN spiri- 

TUALISM. Two Volumes. Demy Zvo. 
aïs. net. 
A History and a Criticîsm. 

Foer (J. Patrick Le). A MODERN 

LEGIONARY. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Pidlard (AllceX See Little Books on Art. 
P0llard(A.W.). OLDPICTURE BOOKS. 

With many Illustrations. Demy Zvo. ys. 6d, 

net. 
PoUard (Elixa F.). See Little Books on Art. 
POllook (David), M.I.N.A. See Books on 

Business. 
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Messrs. Methuen'S Catalogue 



Fond (a P.) A MONTAIGNE DAY- 
bOOK. £ditcdby. /m/.Sv^. u,td,niL 

Fotter (M. OX M.A., F.LS. A TEXT. 
BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. 
lUiutrated. Sêc^md Editiûn, Crvwn 89». 

Pofêsr W (An Old). when i was a 

CHILD. Crêwn %vo. 6x. 
PndMW ifkX A K.EY TO THE TIME 
ALLUSIONS IN THE DIVINE 
COMEOY. WitbaDUl. SmmllfMmrtê, 

France (Q.). See R. Wyon. 

Preaoott (0. L.). ABOUT MUSIC, AND 

WHAT IT IS MADE OF. Crvwm 8tv. 

■u. 6d. lut. 
moé (L. L), M. A., Fenotr of Oriel Collège, 

Oxon. A HISÏORY OF ENGLISH 

POLITICAL ECONOMY. Fourth Edû 

tiûu, Crown ^vo. as. 6d. 

FrtmroM (Deborah). A MODERN 

BlEOTIA. CnmfMBtw. tt. 
Piucin and Bowlandson. THE MICRO- 
COSM OF LONDON, or Lokdon m 
MiNiATUHE. With 104 Illustrations in 
cotour. In Thnt Valumtx, Smail 4A». 

;f 3, 3*. tut. 

*Q'(A.T. OnmerCOadl). SeeHair-Crown 

Library. 
OUTedO VUlenS. See Miniature Library. 
O.R.andB.8. THE WOODHOUSE COR- 

RESPONDENCE. CrtmmZvo. 6f. 
A Colonial Edition is also publisbed. 
BacUULm (ft. B.), M.A. See We&tminater 

Commet! taries. 
Bandolpb (B. V.), D.D. See Libruy of 

Dévotion. 

Bannie CD. W.), M.A A studenT'S 

HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. Cr, Se». 
y. fui. 

BawlidHil (Haetinge). M. A., Fellow and 

Tutor of New Collège, Oxford. DOC- 
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. Crvwn 

BawBtorne (Lawrenoe, Saq.). See Ulus- 

tratcd Pocket Library. 
A Real Paddy. See Illuslrated Pocket 

Library. 
Beaaon (W.), M.A See Social Questions 

Séries. 
Bedfem (W. B.\ .\ut)ior of ' Ancient Wood 

and Iron Work in Cambridge,* etc. 

ROYAL AND HISTORIC GLOVES 

AND ANCIKNT SIIOKS. Profusely 

Illiutrated in colour and halMone. Quarto, 

£2^ ax. tut, 
BeynOldS. See Lîttle Oalleries. 
BooertS (K. E.). See C. C. Channer. 
BObertSOn. (A.), D.D., Lord Rishop of 

Exeter. IlEGNUM DEI. ITie Karopton 
Lectures of ioot. Dttny %V0. tar. M. tut. 

Boberteon (G. Qrant). M.A.. Feiiow of Ali 

Soûls' Collège, Oxford, Examiner in the 
Honours School of Modem History, Oxford, 
1901-1904. SELECT STATUTES, CASES, 



toi; &£ 



AND CONSTITUTIONAL 
MENTS, i66o-x83a. Dtmy^oo. 
tuL 

Bobei ie o n (0. Onmt) aod BarUiolf 

(J. 0.), F.R.&E.. F.R.G.S. THE 
STUDBfNTS HISTORICAL ATLAS 
OF THE BRITISH EMPIRE. QmmrU 

Bo¥êrfeMn'(81r O. 8.) K.CS.L See 

Half-Crown Libnury. 
BoUnson (A. W.), M.A. See Chnrdmum's 

Bible. 

BoWneott (Oedlia\ THE ministry 

OF DEACONESSES; With an InUodac- 
tion by the late Archhîshop of Cantcrbury. 
Crtwn 8tv. gx. 6*/. 

BoUnson (F. s.) See CoDnoiaaenr^s Library. 

Boebefoncanld (La). See Lîttle Library. 

Bodwell (G.), U. A. NEW TESTAMENT 
GREEIC. A Course for Bepimers. With 
a Préface by Waltbr Lock, 1>.D., Wardea 
ofKeble Collège. Ahe/. 8fv. v- 6^ 

Boe(Pred). ancient coffers and 

CUPBOARDS: Their History and De- 
scription. Withmany lUustrattons. Qtuuio. 
£xt 3». tut 

OLD OAK FURNITURE. With many 
Illustrations by the Author, Incliidînf * 
frontîsptece in colour. Dtmy law. \ou ôb. 
tut. 

Bonn (A 0. L.), M.A. See Books on 
Btmness. 

Bomney. A GALLERY OF ROMNEY. 
By Arthur R Chamberlain. With (6 
Plates in Photogravure. /*■/ » » i ê U Qmmrtê, 
£2» V» *^t' See Little Gallerics. 

Boeâ)è (B. 8.). ROBERT HARLEY. 
EARLOF OXFORD. Illostrated. Dem:^ 
8ev. 7x. 6d. 
This is the only life of Harky in edstence. 
See aiso Liltle Guides. 

BosefBdwardX the rose reader. 

With numerous Illustrations. Crgpm Bwl 
u. ddl Aùû m4 Parts. Parts f. aad //. 
&/. eack : Part ///. M.j. Part !V. xoi. 

Rowntree (Jôenua). the impérial 

DKUU TR.\DE. Second Edition. Ctvwm 

B7'fl. 5x. tut, 
Babie (A B.K D.D. See Junior School Books. 
BosseU <W. OlarkX THE LIFE OF 

ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOa 

With Illustrations by F. Brancwvm. 

Pcnrth Edition.^ Crrum 89«. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is alsojpubiished. 
8t. AnselnL See Library of Dévotion. 
8t. An^nstine. See Library of Dévotion. 
8t. CyM (Tleeonat). See Oxford Bio- 

graphies. 
'8aU'(H.Mnnro). REGINALD. Sttoma' 

Editiotu Fcap. %v. %s. 6d. tuU 
Sales (8t. Francis de). See Liteary of 

8almon (A L.). A popular guide 

TO DEVON. Mtdium 8>v. &/. tuL Sec 
also Uttle Guides. 



GEHERAL L!TERATURE 



lUMimt ax H.A. ANNALS OP 
WESTMIHSTKR SCHOOU W[ih 
nnintrou llInstruIiHU. J^ttv tm. ji. 6d. 

MaUOMlOX S« Braiulnc Tciu. 

S^mttttJotDlh s» BvBnIiDC Tcxu. 

Seott. là. H.). WINSTON SPENCER 
CHUeCHILU With Ponniu uid IDu- 
tratiom. Crmrm hv. jt. 6d. 

SMla]r<B.O.)F.R.S. DKaGONSOFTHE 
AllL Wiihnunrllliutntiani. Cr.ive. 6i. 



«rtUa (J. H.). ANECDOTES OF 
SOLDIERS, in Pcuc uid Wir. Crvw» 
Biv. 31. 6^. Mtl. 
A ColcHiixL lUiilon II il» publidicd. 

UuluaMsrt fWUUui). 

XHB TOUR FOLIOS, 1693; 1631: 1M4; 

l'ÎS- E»ch f'Sur Ctaïuai lut, W > COm- 

pIclE Kt, TntiBi Gniiuaiiul. 
TlM Ardot BtmJtMpeus. 

Dim)/ ivc. ai. 6d. ml lack vtiura. 
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HAMLET. Editcd by Edwaid Dowdkn 

ROMÉO AND JULIET. EditedbyED«»Hi 
" ■», Lill.D. 

:.'" -■■ 

JULIUS t 

THE TÉMPEST. Edilid l>y Mdue 



EdLledbvH.CuNi 

KINGHENRYV. EdiudbyH. 

ALL'S WF.LL THAT ENDS WELL. 

Ediwd by W. O. B«rcsToCKE. 
THE TAMINO OF THE SHREW. 

Hditcd by R. W>bwick Bond. 
TIMON OF ATHENS, Ediled by K, 

DlICHTOH. 

MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Editcd by 

H. C. HAirr. 
TWELFTH NIGUT. >:diud by Mudctoh 



Edilid 



THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. Edîud 
by C. Kkoï PootEPt. 

Tba UttlB onuto fllu 

by W. J. CïAic. Wirt 

NMrt. /»!/( .6-M. ,- r- 

Sec tiao Engli&h Librïry. 



lbUV(A.X VtCTORIAN POETS. Crm 
SbaiV (ÎEra.'B. A.). Sn Liule Bwki en 



Cnntm Set. «. 
BbellCT (F«re7 B.). ADONAIS; uE1*gy 
on lie datb of Jobn Kuti, AoihOT of 
'EndyinioD/ctc. Via. Froin iIh typci «f 

Ses ilw Èncliib Libnry:. 

niennU (Artnnni M a Sc« Socûi Qoes- 
tUMey nurr B.X an english 

C^HtlRCH HISTORY FOR CHILD. 
RKN. Witb ■ 1-icrmx by thc Biihop oT 
Gibnitv. Wilh Mips and Illimnitioni. 

Pin I. CrtKM tCA U. 6-i. IHl. 

Sloliel (WalterX DISRAELI ; A Sndy 
i_ n ,■ jtj.__ wiih î Poitriiu. 



iDpuhliiihcd. 



iii.Ôd. ml. 
■1 Edition isi ,. 

in '(H. 
RDI. 
«M. /a, ïi. «(. 
Bketûblar (B. E. D.). Sce Lirilc Booh on 

SUvtOn (H. F. K.). S« Little Booli* on 

81»d«l OXragUa SICILY: The New 
Wintcr ResntTwiilioveri» ILlgtCntioi». 

SmaU <BT«il)rM.A.'°THEEAÏTTH.' An 
IntioducIiDn to Phynocnphy. llluMiMcU. 
Crvam BtVp v. w 

SnuaiWOCHL (H. S). Sec Liltle Bookton 

8in«âer (f. KX Sec llluBnled Pocliet 

ailllth"TÂauilX THE WEALTH OF 

NATIONS. Edited wilb an InlrodiKiiDn 
■nd numeroui Noiu by Edwih Cannan, 
M.A. TW valumii. Dtmf Biw. tu. 

Sec alu Engliih LlbiuT- 
flmlUl (HoimM ud JMUM). See Lliile 

ItnlttalB. Bompai), M.A, A NEW 
JUNIOR ARÏTHMETIC Crtam a». 

M.6d. 

imltï (Jobn niotiiu). 

1 ROCK OF EXMOOR. 
KuaSm. «II. 

A HANDY DICEST OF 
ITORY. Dtmt S». «'- &/■ 
CUuicil Tnntlitioni. 
" ■ -■ ■■-■ olBookt 



i RAINY DAV. Ediled by V 
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Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



SffrilMr (B.) BNGUSH SEAMEN. 

Bdiuîo» with an Introductioa, by David 

Vf A mm If A V 

VoL û (HowBitl, aifford, Hawkins, 
Dfak«,Cav«iidishX SteâmdBMHmu Crpwm 

VoL n. (Richard Havkins, Grenville, 
Fmitt, and RaldghX Crwwm 80». 6f. 

Sptnoe (0. H.X M. A. S«e Scbool Examina- 
tton Sari ca» 

Bpooner (W. A.X M.A. See Leadan of 
Religion. 

•Uabrldg» (J. W.X B.D. See libnuy of 

'BtaUdllIë.' GOLF DO'S AMD DONT & 
SêCémd Eéiiiûn. Fcmà. 9o9, xc 

Btedma&a. K. ILX MA. 

INITIA LATIN A: Easy LcaMos 00 Elemeo- 
tary Acddence. Eiihth Editimu Ftm^. 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. mntk Edi- 
tion, Crown 8tw. m. 

FIRST XATIN READER., With Notes 
adapted to the Shorter Latin Priincr and 
Vocabulary. Sixth BJiHûnrtvisod, iZmp. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM CiGSAR. 

The Helvetian War. Soeomi Ediiûm. 

xtMia. u, 
EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. Part 

I. The Kings of Rome. i8Ma. SêCûmd 

Edition, m. &£ 
EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 

TRANSLATION. Tentk Edition Fen^. 

8v0. tt. 6d, 
SXEMPLA LATINA. First Exerdaw 

in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulazy. 

Tkird Edition. Crownloo. x«. 
EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 

SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 

REVISED lATlN PRIMER. With 

VocabuUry. Ttntk mnd Ckon^or Edition, 

rfwriHon, Crown 8cv. xt. 6d, Originai 

Edition, 9S. 6d, Kbv. y. ntt, 
THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 

Ruies and EzerdMS. Second Edition, 

Crown Om. m. 6(^ With Vocabulary. 

NOTANDA ÇUAEDAM : Miacellaneoas 
Latin Exercises on Common RuIes and 
Idioma. Fourtk Edition, Fcaà, 8cw. 
LT. 6d* With Vocabulary. a«. Key, 9s. 
mot, 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPE- 
TITION : Amnged according to Subjccts. 
Tkirtotntk Edition. Fcaà, Brw. ir. M, 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
\%m0* Second Editwn, t*. 

STEPS TO GREEK. Socond Edition, rc- 
viud, i%mo, \s, 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Crown 
Zvo, is. 6d, 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Tkird Edition, 
visod, Fca^, 8tv. u. 6d. 



GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR 

PETITION. Arranged acoording to Sab- 
Jects. Fourtk Edition, Fcnà, èoo, xs, 6d, 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS 
For the oie of Schoola. With Introduo- 
tioo, Notes, and Vocabulary. Fomrtk 
Edition, Fcaà, %vo, %t, 6d, 

STEPS TO FRENCH. SUtk E^Etiûn, 
\%mo, %d, 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Scvtmik Edir 
tion, miud, Crown 8<w. \s, 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Fifth Edi- 
tion, rooiud, Fcaà, 8p«. x^ ta, 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabu- 
lary. Fomrtk Edition, Crown 8sw. %s, bd, 
Kvy. if. n4t, 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Anansed acoording to Sub- 
jects. Twel/ik Edition, Fca/. 8w. xs. 
See aiso âau>ol Examination Séries. 

Bteal OL BUlott). M.A.. F.CS. THE 
WORLD OF SCIENCE. With X47 
Illustratioos. Second Ed i tio n , Crowt^ Sm 
ar. 6d, 
See also Scbool Examination Séries. 

StepheilMIl (0.). of the Technical Collège, 
Bradford, and BlldiUrdB (F.) of the 
Yorkshiie CoQcce, Leeds. ORNAMEN- 
TAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Illustrated. Domy Zvo, Tkird Edition, 

8t|plienflOIl (J.>, M.A. THE CHIEF 
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN 
FAITH. Crown %oo, y. 6d, 

BtexHê (LanrenoeX See Little Ubrary. 

Menr (W.), M.A. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE. With nnmerous Illustrations. 

BtoUOt (EMUnÂM). BY ALLAN 
WATER. Stcond Edition. Crown^po, 6t. 

BtovttnsonjR. L.). THE letters of 

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected and Edited, with Noies and In- 
troductions, by SiONxv Colvin. Sùctk 
tmd Ckea^er Edition, Crown Boo. xss. 

LiBRARY Edition. Dtm^ 8cv. a volu 95*. 
net, 
A Colonial Edition is also pnblished. 

VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched 
Portrait by Wiluam Strang. Fourtk 
Edition. Crmon 8c«.^ Euckmm, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also publishcd. 

THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See 
G. Balfour. 

BteTenson OL I.X FROM" saranac 

TO THE MARÔUESAS. Reing Uttcis 
written by Mrs. M. I. Stkvknson duriog 
X887-8 to her ftister, Mias Jans Wbytx 
Balfou r. With an Introduction by Gborgb 
W. Balfour, M.D., LL.D., F.R.SwS. 
Crown dpo. 6s. net, 
A Colonial Edition ia alao poblisbad. 



General Literature 



17 



StOddWt (Anna M.). See Oxford Bio. 

graphies. 
Stona (E. IX). M.A. SELECTIONS 

FROM THE ODYSSEY. Fcap, ^vo. 

it.ôd. 
Stone (8. J.). POEMS AND HYMNS. 

With a Memoir by F. G. Ellbrton, 

M. A. With Portrait Cr9nm9vc, 6s. 
Straker (F.). See Books on Business. 
Btreane (A. W.), D.D. See Churchman's 

Bible. 
Strond (H.). D.Sc, M.A. See Textbooks of 

Technology. 

Stratt (Joseiiih). THE SPORTS and 

PASTIMESOF THE PEOPLE OF 
ENGLAND. lUostrated by many engrav- 
ings. Revised by J. Chablss Cox, UUD., 
F. S.A. Quario, aix. fui. 

StnarttOapt Donald), thestruggle 

FORPERSIA. With a Map. Crwm%va. 
ts. 
BtorCb (F.)., Staff Instructor to the Surrey 
CouniyCounciL SOLUTIONS TO THE 
CITY AND GUILDS QUESTIONS 
IN MANUAL INSTRUCTION DRAW. 
ING. Imâ.^o. 

«SncUlnjf (Sir Jolm). fragmenta 

AUREA : a Collection of ail the Incom- 
parable Peeces, written by. And pablikhed 
oy^ a friend^ to perpetoate his memory. 
Printed by his own copies. 

Printed for Humphbey Mosblbv, and 
are to be sold at his shop, at the sign of the 
Princes Arms in St. ranrs Churcbyard, 
1646. 

Budoardl (F.). See C. Stephenson. 

Burtees (R. B.). See Illostrated Pocket 
Library. 

Bwilt (JolUttlianX THE JOURNAL TO 
STELLA. Edited by G. A. Aitkbn. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 

Symes (J. BL), M.A. THE FRENCH RE- 
VOLUTION. SscondBdiU^H. CraumBv». 
9S. 6d. 

^ett (H0tta). See Little Blue Books. 

Taoltlll. AGRICOLA. With Introduction, 
Notes, Map, etc. By R. F. Davis, M.A. 
Fca^. Zvo. 9S. 

GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Fca^. 
8vtf. a/. See auo Classical Translations. 

Talladk (W.) HOWARD LETTERS 
AND MEMORIES. Dsmy 8cv. 10s. 6d. 
net» 

Taaler(J.). See Library of Dévotion. 

Tannton (S. L.). A history of the 

JESUITS IN ENGLAND. With Illus- 

trations. Demy Zvo. aix. net. 
TMlor (A. E.). THE ELEMENTS OF 

METAPHYSICS. Dtmy 8w. lor. 6d. 

net, 
TaylOr (F. 0.), M. A. See Commercial Séries. 
Taylor (L A.). Sec Oxford Biographies. 
Tayîor (T. H.), M. A.. Fellow of Gonville 

and Caiitf Collège, Cambridge, A CON- 

STITUnONAL AND POLITICAL 



HISTORY OF ROME. Crvum 8cw. 
Temi7BOii(Alfi:«d.Lord). THE EARLY 

POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and 
an Introduction, by J. Chubton Collins, 
M.A. Crcwn %vo, 6s. 

IN MEMORIAM, MAXJD, AND THE 
PRINCES S. Edited by J. Cmurton 
CoLLiNS, M.A. Crown Bvo. 6s. See also 
Little Library. 

Terry (C. B.). See Oxford Biographies. 

Ter(on(AUoe). lightsandshadows 

IN A HOSPITAL. Crûwn 8w. y. 6d, 
Thackafiy (W. IL). See Little Library. 
Theobald (F.V.), M.A. INSECT LIFE. 

Illustrated. Stamd Kd. Rmnstd. Cr. Zxfo, 

'»s.6d. 
TbomiMKUl (A. H,). See Little Guides. 

TUestonCMaryW.). DAILY STRENGTH 

FOR DAILY NEED& Twetfîk Edition. 
Fcap. î»o. 9S.6d. net. Also an édition 
in superior binding 6s. 
Tomi^kinB (H. W.}^ F.R.H.S. See Little 
Guides. 

TownleyaAdyBiiaaii). MY CHINESE 

NOTE-BOOK With i6 Illustrations and 
a Maps. Third Edition. DtmjfBoo. los, 
6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Toynliea (FagetXM.A., D.Litt. DANTE 

STUDIES AND RESEARCHES. Demy 
Zro. jos, 6d. net, See also Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

TrenciiCBer'bert). DEIRDRE wed : and 

Other Poems. Crown Svo. ks. 
TrBYétTKl (0. H.), Fellow of Trinity Collège, 

Cambridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE 

STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. Secona 

Edition. Demy 8tv. lor. 6d. net. 
TrOUtlMOk (0. E.). See Little Guides. 
Tuokwell (GertrndaX See Social Questk>ns 

Séries. 
Twinlng (LOUisa). See Social Questions 

Séries. 
Tyler (S. A), B.A., F.CS. See Junior 

School Books. 
TyreU-OlU (FrancesX See Little Books on 

Art. 

Vardon (Harr7). THE COMPLETE 

GOLFER. With numerous Illustrations. 

•S»M Edition. Demy %uo, los. 6d. 

net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Vauglian (Henry). See Little Library. 
VoegeUn, ( A). M.A. See Junior Examina- 

tion Séries. 
Wade (O. W.X D.D. OLD TESTAMENT 

HISTORY. With Maps. TJkitd Edition. 

Crown 8rv. 6s. 
Wacier (Richard). See A. L. Cleather. 
Wafi(J. C) DEVILS. Illustrated by the 

Author and from photograpbs. Demy 8ev. 

4i'. 6d. net, See also Antiqtiary's Books. 
Walten (H. B.). See Liule Books on Art. 
Waltoa(F. W.). See Victor Plarr. 
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WaltoB (Iiaao) and Ootton (ObarlÉs). 

See lUastrated Pocket Library, English' 
Library. uid Little Library. 

Waraailo(D.S.V«i). ON commando. 

With Portrait. Crmun Svû, y ^> 
A Colonial Edition is also publtshed. 

WaterhouM (Mît. AUM). with the 

SIMPLE-HEARTED: Littl« Homilies to 
Women in Conntry Places. Stcond Edition. 
Small Poit 800. af. mU See also Little 
Library. 

WeatlwrhMA <T. C), m.a. examina. 

TION PAPERS IN HORACE. Cr. 8w. 
af. See also Junior Examînation Séries. 

Webb CW. T.>. See Little Blue Books. 

WebllW (F. C). See Teztbooksof Techno- 
logy. 

Wells (Sldney H.X See Textbooks of 
Technology. 

WéUl ( J.), M. A. . Fellow and Tutor onVadham 
Collège. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. By Members of the Univexsity. 
Thirtl Edition. Crown Svo. -xs.^d, 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROMB:. Sixth 
Edition, With 3 Maps. Cronn 8nv. 

Thîs book is intended for the Middle 
and XJpper Fonus of Public Schools and for 
Pass Stodents at the Uoiveisities. It con* 
tains copions Tables, etc. See also Little 
Guides. 

Wetmofe (Halen 0.). the last of 

THE GREAT SCOUTS ('BuflTalo Bill'). 

With Illustrations. Second Edition, Demy 

9tfo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also pablished. 
Wllibley (C). See Henley and Whibley. 
Wllibley (L.), M.A., Fellow of Pembroke 

Collège, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR- 

CHIES : THEIR ORGANISATION 

AND CHARACTER. Cronm 8w. 6*. 
WMtaker (0. H.X M. A. See Churchman's 

Bible. 
WMtê (aUtoert). THE NATURAL 

HISTORY OF SELBORNE. Kdited by 

L. C. MiALL, F.R.S., assisted by W. Warde 

FowLER, M.A. CrvjvH 8tv. 6*. See also 

Methuen's English Library. 
Whltfidld (B. E.). See Commercial Séries. 
Whitehcid (A. W.). GASPARD DE 

C O L I G N Y. With many Illustrations. 

Demy ivo. 12s. 6d. net. 
Wlliteley (R. Uoyd), F.I.C, Principal of 

the Technîcal Institute, West Bromvrich. 

AN ELEMENTARY TEXT-BOOK OF 

INORGANIC CHEMISTRY. Crown 

Bvû. 9S. 6d. 
Wllitl0y(MiS8X See Social Questions Séries. 
Whittda (W.). See Thomas Smith. 
Wliyt6 (A. G.), B. Se. See Books on Business. 
Wilbêrforoe (Wiltrld). See Little Books 

on Art. 

▼Uda (OfMsar). DE profundis. Fi/ik 

Edition. Crown 2,vo. $s. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 



WUkillB (W. H.X B. A. See Social QaestioDS 
S éries. 

WIlMllMII (J. FtomeX See Social Ques- 
tions Séries. 

WiiUAnuon (W.X THE BRITISH 
GARDENER. lUustrated. Demy 8». 
xot. 6d. 

WUliUIUKm (W.X B.A. See Junior Ex- 
amination Séries, Junior School Books, and 
Beginner's Books. 

WUrnot-Bnxton (£. M.), makers of 

EUROPE. Crown 8tv. Fourtk Edition, 
y, U. 

A Text-book of European History for 
Middle Forms. 
THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Maps and 
Illustrations. Crown %vo. ys. 6d, 
See also Beginner's Books. 
WUlOnCBUhOp). See Library ofDe%'Otion. 

WiUMmCBeckleB). lord strath- 

CON A : the Storv of his Ufe. lUustrated. 

■Demy 8tw. 7t. 6d. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Wlll01L(A. J.). See Books on Business. 
WllBOIl (H. A.). See Books on Business 
WUtOn (BlolUtfd), M.A. LYRA PAS- 

TORALIS : Songs of Nature, Chnrcfa, and 

Home. Pott 9vo. 9s. 6d. 
WinbOlt (B. E.). M.A. EXERCISES IN 

LATIN ACCIDENCE. Cr. 8w. jx. 6d. 
LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE : An Aid 

to Composition. CrotonBvo. 3s. 6d, Kky, 

S*, net. 
Windle (Bl 0. A.X D.Sc, F.R.S. See Anti- 

quary's Books and Little Guides. 

Winterliotiuun (CanonX M.A., B.Sc, 

LL.B. See Churchman's L>îbrary. 

W00d(J. A. B.X See Textbooksof Technology. 

Wood (J. HldlcOTy). DAN LENO: His 
LiFB AND AcHiR\'KMENTS, Witfa many 
Illustrations. Third Ed, Crowmboo, 6s, 
A Colonial Kaition is also ptiousneo. 

Wood (W. Birkbeck),M.A.,lateSchobffof 
Worcester Collège, Oxford, and EdmOBdfl 
(Major J. B.]. R.E., D.A.Q.-M.G. A 
HISTORY OF THE A^IERICAN 
CIVIL WAR. With an Introduction by 
H. Spknsbr Wilkinson. With 94 M14» 
and Plans. Demy Brv. x» 6d. net 

Wordsworth (ClîxiatoplierX See Antî- 

quary's Books. 
WordSWOrUKW.). See Lttde Library. 

WordsworUi (W.) and Colexidge (ft. T.X 

See Little Library. 
Wrigbt (Arthur), M. A., Fellow of Queen's 
Collège, Camln*idge. See Chnrdiman's 
Library. 

Wri^t (G. Gordon). See Dante. 
Wright (8opllte\ GERMAN VOC\BU- 

LARIES FOR REPETITION. Ecu^ 8w. 

IX. 6d. 
Wrong, (OOOrge H.X Professer of History 

in the University of Toronto. THE 

EARL OF ELGIN. With Illustzaiions. 

Demy 8cv. 7s. 6d. net. 
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WMd» (A. &X MODERN ABYSSINIA. 

Wtth a Map and a Portrait. Demy Zvo, 

15X. net. 
WTZldlUUn (CU THE POEMS OF 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. With an 

Introduction and Notes. Demy Zvo. B«ck' 

rafHt g Ht top, xos. 6d, 

Wy(m(R.)a2idPn]ioe(ax THE LAND 

OF THE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being 
a description of Monténégro. With 40 Illus- 
trations. CrffiimSvû, 6f. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Teats (W. B.X AN ANTHOLOGY OF 
IRISH VERSE. Revised and Eniurged 
Edition, Crown 800. %s. td. 

Tendis (K.X THE GR£AT RED FROG. 



A Story told in 40 Coloared Pictures. Fca^, 
8w. IX. net, 

ToiIXIff.^liB01l). THE COMPLETE 
MOTO R IS T. With 138 Illustrations. 
Fi/th Edition, Demy Zvo» las, 6d. net, 

YoxmgÇT'VLX TIIE AMERICAN 
COTTON INDUSTRY: A Study of 
Work and Workers. With an Introduction 
by Elijah Helm. Secretary to tfae Man- 
chester Chamber of Commerce. Crown 2vo, 
Clotk^ 9S. 6d. ; paper hoards, ix. 6d, 

Zenker (B. y.X ÀNARCHISM. Demy^vo. 
7X. 6d, 

Zinunem (AntoniaX WHAT DO we 

KNOW CONCERNING ELECTRI- 
CITY? Crown Bv0, te,6d,net. 



Ancient Cities 

General Editor. B. C. A. WINDLE, D.Sc, F.R.& 
Crown 8zv. 4^. 6d, net. 



Chbstbs. Illustrated by K H. New. 
Shkkwsburv. By T. Auden, M. A., F. S.A. 
Illustrated. 



Cantbrbukv. By J. C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. 
Illustrated. 



Antiquary's Books, The 

General Editer, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A 

A séries of volumes dealing with varions branches of English Antiquities ; 
coroprehensive and popular, as well as aocurate and scholarly. 

Demy Zvo. y s, 6d, net. 



English MoNASTic LiPB. By the Right 
Rev. Abbot Gasquet, O.S.B. Illustrated. 
Third Edition, 

RSMAINS OP THK PrEKISTOBIC AGB IN 

Englano. ^ By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc, 
F.R.S. With numerous Illustrations and 
Plans. 

Old Sbrvicb fiooKs OP THK English 
Chubch. By Christopber Wordsworth, 
M. A., and Henry Litdehales. With 
Coloured and other Illustrations. 

Celtxc Art. By J. Romilly Allen, F.S.A 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 



ASCHAOLOGV AND FaLSB AntIQDITIBS. 

Bv R. Munroi LL.D. With numerous 
Illustrations- 

Shrinbs OP British Saints. ByLC. Wall. 
With numerous Illustrations and Flans. 

Tkb Royal Forbsts op England. By J. 
C. Çox, LL.D., F. S. A. With many Illus- 
trations. 

*This Mamor and Manorial Rbcords. 
By Nathaniel J. Hone. With many Illus- 
trations. 



Begmner's Books, The 



Easy Frbnch Rhymbs. By Henri Blouet. 
Illustrated. Fcap, 8tv. zx. 

Easy Storibs prom English Historv* By 
E. M. Wilmot-Buxton, Author of Makers 
of Europe.' Crown Zvo» ix. 



Easy Exbrcisbs in Arithmbtic. Arranged 
by W. S. Beard. Fcap. Svo, Without 
Answers, zx. With Answersi zx. yi. 

Easy Dictation and Spblling. By W. 
Williamson, B.A. Fourtk Edition, Fcup. 
9vo, zx. 
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BiuriaMS, Bookson 

Ctvwn 8cw. is, 6d, net, 

A séries of volumes dealing with ail the most important aspects of commercial and 
fînanciai activity. The volumes are intendéd to treat separatelv ail the considérable 
industries and forms of business, and to explain accurately and dearly what they do 
and how they do it. Some are lUostrated. The first volumes 

POKTS AND Docks. By Douglas Owen. 

Railwavs. By E. R. McDermott. 

Tmb Stock Exchangk. By Chas. Ducoid. 

SêC0nd Editiom, 
Thb Business op Insukancb. By A. J. 

WÎIson. 
Tme Elbctkical Industsy : Lighting, 

Traction, and Powbk. By A. G. Whyte, 

B.Sc 
Thb SmrBUiLDiNG Industrv: Ils History. 

Science, Practice, and Finance. By David 

PoUock, M.I.N.A. 
Thb Monby Markbt. By F. Slraker. 
Thb Business Sidb op Acriculturb. By 

A. G. L. Rogers, M. A. 
Law in Business. By H. A. WIImo. 
Thb Brbwing Industrt. By Julian L. 

Baker, F.I.C, F.C.S. 



Thb Aotomobilb Indostkv. By G. de H. 

Stone. 
Mining and Mining Invbstmbnts. 

*A. Moil.' 
Thb Business op Advbrtising. By Qareoce 

G. Moran, Bairister-at-Law. lUustxated. 
Tradb Unions. By G. Drage. 
Civil Enginbesing. By T. Claxton Fîdkr, 

M.Inst. CE. lllustrated. 
Thb Coal Industrv. By Ernest Aves. 

Illustrated. 
Thb Ibon Tradb. By J. Stephen Jeans. Illo»- 
MoNo polies. Trusts, and Kartblls. By 

F. W. Hiist. 
Thb Cotton Industrv and Tradb. By 

Prof. S. J. Chapman, Dean of the Faculty 

of Commerce in the Unîversity of Man- 

chester. Illustrated. 



Byzantine Texts 

Edited by J. B. BURY. M.A., Litt.D. 
A séries of texts of Byzantine Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars. 



Zachariah op Mitylbnb. Translated by F. 
J. Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. Broolcs. 
Dtmy Bcw. xar. bd, net, 

EvAGRius. Edited by Léon Parmentler and 
M. Bidez. Demy 8tv. xor. &/. fut. 



Thb Historv op Psbllos. Edited by O 

Sathas. Dtmy Sn^. 15T. tut, 
Ectmbsis Chronica. Edited by Frafessor 

Lambros. Dtmy 8tv. ^^, 6d. nti. 
Thb Chroniclb op Morea. Edited by John 

Schmitt. DtmyZva* T5X. iw/. 



GhnrehBia&'s Bible, The 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E. 

A séries of Expositions on the Books of the Bible, which ¥nll be of service to the 
gênerai reader in the piractical and devotional study of the Sacred Text. 

Each Book is provided with a fuU and clear Introductory Section, in which is 
stated what is known or conjectured respecting tbe date and occasion of the com- 
position of the Book, and anyother particulars that may helptoelucidate its meaniog 
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convcnient length, corre- 
spondin^ as far as possible with the divisions of the Chtirch Lectionaiy. The 
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in fiill, such corrections as are 
deemed necessary being placed In footnotes. 

Thb Epistlb op St. James. Edited by 
H. W. Fulford, M.A. Fcap, Scw. is. 6d. 
met. 



Thb Epistlb op St. Paul the Apostlb to 
thb Galatians. Edited by A. W. Robin- 
son, M.A. Second Edition, Fca^, 8ev. 
». 6d. net. 

EccLBSiASTBS. Edtted by A. W. Streane, 
D.D. Fcaf, 8kw. xs. 6d, net. 

Thb Epistlb op St. Paul thb Apostlb to 
THB Philippians. EUlited by C R. D. 
Biggs, D.D. Second Edition. Fcaf Zvo. 
xs. 6d. net. 



IsAïAH. Edited by w. £. Bamcs, D.D. 7W 
Volumts. Fceip, 890L %t. net uick, Whh 
Map. 

Thb Epistlb op St. Paul thb Apostlb to 
THB Ephbsians. Edited by G. H. Wfaitaker, 
M.A. Fcnp. Scw. z». &£ neL 
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Ohvrelmiaii's Idbrary, The 

General Edkor, J. H. BURN. B.D.,F.R.S.E. 
A séries of volumes upon such questions as are occupying the attention ol Church 
people at the présent time. The Editor has enlisted the services of a bond of 
scholars, who, baving made a èpecial study of their respective subjccts, are in a 
position to fumish the best recuits of modem research accurately and altractively. 



By 



Tkh Bbginnings of English Christianitv. 

By W. £. CoUinSi M.A. WithMap. Crown 

8tw. V. 6d. 
SoMB New Testament Problbms. 

Arthur Wright, M. A. Crvnmivo. t». 
Thb Kimgdom op Hbavsn Herb and Hbrb- 

APTBR. By Canon Winterbotham, M. A., 

B.Sc., LL.B. Crvum%v». 3r. 6</. 
Thb Workmanship op thb Pravsr Bock: 

Its Lîteraryand Litureical Aspects. By J. 

Dowden, D.D. Second EtUtiotu Crown Bvo. 



Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, M. A., Litt.D. 

Crown 6vo. 3X. 6t/. 
ThbOld Testament andthbNbwScholar- 

SHip. By J. W. Peters, D.D. Crown Bvo. 

6t. 
Thb Chdrchman's Introduction to the 

Old Testament. By A. M. Mackay, B.A. 

Crown 8«w« yx, 6d, 
Thb Church op Christ. By £. T. Green, 

M.A. Crown %vo, ts. 
Comparative Theology. By J. A. Mac- 

Culloch. Crown Zvo, 6f. 



Olassical TraïuilatioiiB 

Edited by H. F. Fox, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose Collège, Oxford. 

Crown Svû, 

A séries of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics. distinguished byliterary 
excellence as well as by scholarly accuracy. 



iCscHTLUS — Agamemnon, Choephoroe, Eu- 
menides. Translated by Lewis Càmphell, 
LL.D. ss, 

CiCBRO— De Oratore L Translated by E. N. 
P. Moor, M.A. 31. 6J. 

CiCBRO — Select Orations ÇPro Milone, Pro 
Mureno, P^îlippic 11., în Catîlinam). Trans- 
lated by H. E. D. Blakiston, M.A. s». 

CiCBBO— De Natixra Deonim. Tnmslated by 
F. Brooks, M.A. 31. 6</. 

CicBRO— De Officiis. Translated by G. B. 
Gardiner, M.A. 2s. 6d, 



HoRACE^The Odes and Epodes. Translated 
by A. D. Godley, M.A. as.^ 

Lucian — Six Dialogues (Nîgrinus, Icaro-Me- 
nippus, The Cock, The Sbip, The Parasite, 
Tbe Lover of Fabehood). 1 nmlnifCi by S. 
T. Irwin, M.A. jf. 6d, 

Sophocles — Electra and Ajax. Translated by 
E. D. A. Morshead, M.A. as. €d, 

Tacitus— Agrîcola aiid Germania. Trans- 
lated by R. B. Townshend. u. 6d. 

Thb Satires op Juvbnal. Translated by 
S. G. Owen. os. 6d, 



Commercial Séries, Methnen's 

Edited by H. DE B. GIBBINS. Litt.D., M.A. 

Crown 8v0. 

A séries intended to assist students and young men preparing for a commercial 
career. by supplying use fui handbooks of a clear and practical character, dealing 
with those subjects which are absolutely essential in the business^Iife. 

CommBrcial Education in Theort and 

Practicb. By £. E. Wliitfield, M.A. 5^. 
An introduction to Methuen's Commercial 

Séries treating tbe question of Commercial 

Education fulTy from both the point of view 

of the teacher and of the parent 
British Commbrcb and Colonies prom 

Euzaabth to Victoria. Bv H. de B. 

Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Tkird Edition, 9s. 

COMMBKCIAL EXAMINATION PaPERS. By H. 

de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. ir. 6d. 
Thb Ek:oNOHics op Commerce, By H. de 
B. Gibbini, Litt.D., M.A. Second Edition. 
11. &/. 



A Gbrman Commercial Reader. By S. E. 

Bally. With Vocabulary. 2x. 
A Commercial Geography op thb British 

Empire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Fourth 

Edition. 9S. 
A Commercial Geographv op Forbicn 

Nations. By F. C. Boon, B.A, ax. 
A Primer op Business. By S. Jackson, 

M.A. Tkird Edition, is. 6d. 
Commercial Arithmetic. By F. G. Taylor, 

M. A. Fourth Edition, js. 6d. 
Frbncm Commercial Correspondbncb. By 

S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Tàird 

Edition, »s. 

{Contîfinetf. 
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MennntM's ComnsaAL SsBin— cmb^Immu^ 

Gbrmam Commskcial Corrbspondbncb. By 

S. B. Bally. With VocabuUry. ax. &/. 
A Frkkch CoMicnciAL Rkadb*. By S. E. 

BaUy. With VocaboluT. SeeûmdEéiHûm. t. 
Pkscis Writino akd Ornes Comuspond- 

BNCS. By £. £. Whitfield, M. A. Second 

Edition, 9/. 



A GuiDB To PaoraasiOKS amd Busikxss. 
By H. Jooea. u, 6d, 

Thb Pkinciplss op Book*kkbpimg by Dodblb 
Entky. By J. E. B. M'Ailen, M. A. m. 

CoMMBictAL Law. By W. DonfUs Edwards. 
Second Edition, as. 



OonnoiflBeur'B Libnuir, Tlie 

H^ide Royal 8tv. 2$^. nei. 

A sumptuous séries of ao books on art. written by experts for coUectors, saperbly 
illustnited in photogravure, collotype, and coloiir. The technieal sidc of the art is 
duly treated. The first volumes are— 



Mkzzotikts. By Cyril Davenport. With 40 
Pliutes in Photogravure. 

PoRCSLAiN. By Edward Dilloo. With 19 
PlaïQB in ColoaTi ao in CoUotype, and 5 in 
Photogravure. 

MiNiATuass. By Dadley Heath. With 9 



Plates in Colonr, 15 in CoUotype, and 15 in 

Photogravure. 
IvoKUS. By A. MaskelL With 80 Plates m 

Collotype and Photogravure. 
Emgush Furnituul Bv F. S. Robinsoo. 

With 160 Plates in Collotype and one in 

Photogravure. Stcond EdUUm, 



Dévotion, The LibnuT of 

With Introductions and (where neoessary) Notes. 
Sntall Pott 8m, ckth^ 2s. ; leaiher^ 2s. 6d, net. 

Thèse masterpieces of devotiooal literature are furnished with such Introductions 
and Notes as niay be necessar^ to explain the standpoint of the author and the 
obvious difficulties of the text, without unnecessary intrusion between the author and 
the devout mind. 



Thk Conpbssions op St. Aucustinb. Edited 

by C Bigg, D.D. Fi/th Edition. 
Thb Christian Ybar. Edited by Walter 

Lock, D. D. Third Edition, 
Thb lurTATiOM or Christ. Edited by C 

Bigg, D. D. Fonrtk Edition. 
A BooK DP Dbvotions. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge. B.D. Second Edition. 
LvRA Innocbntiuk. Edited by Walter 

Lock, D.D. 
A Serious Call to a Dbvout and Holv 

LiPB. Edited by C Bigg, D.D. Second 

Edition. 
Thb Templb. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, 

D.D. Second Edition. 
A GuiDB TO Etbrnity. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge, B.D. 
Thb Psalms op David. Edited by B. W. 

Randolph, D.D. 
Lyra Apostolica. Edited by Canon Scott 

Holland and Canon H. C Beeching, M. A. 
Thb Innrr Wav. By J. Tauler. ^ited by 

A. W. Hutton, M. A. 
Thb Thoughts op Pascal. Edited by C 

S. Jemun, M.A. 



On thb Lovb op God. Bv St. Francis de 
Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox-Little, M.A. 

A MaNUAL op CONSOUkTION PROM THB 

Saints and Pathbxs. Edited by J. H. 

Bum, B.D. 
Thb Song op Songs. Edited by B. Blaxhmd, 

M.A. 
Thb Dbvotions op St. Aksblm. Edhed by 

C. C t. Webb. M.A. 
Gracb Abounding. ByJohnBunyan. Edited 

by S. C Freer, M A. 
Bishop Wilson's Sacra Prjvata. Edited 

by A. E. Bum, B.D. 
Lvra Sacra : A Book of Sacred Vene. 

Edited by H. C. Beeching, M. A., Canon of 

Westminster. 
A Day Book pkom thb Saints and Fathxrs. 

Edited by T. H. Bum, B.D. 
Hbavbnlv Wisdom. a Sélection frorn tbe 

English Mystics. Edited by E. C. Gregory. 
Light, Lipb, and Lovb. A Sâectioo from the 

Gerroan Mystics. Edited by W. R. Inge, 

M. A. 
Thb Dbvout Lipbop St. Franos dbSalks. 

Transkted and Edited by T. Bans, M.A. 
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Methaen's Half-Crown Library 

Crown Zvo, 2s. 6d, net. 



The Life of John Ruskin. By W. G. 
CoUiogwoodfM.A. With Portraits. Sixth 

English Lvrics. By W. E. Henley. Second 

Edition. 
Tus GoLDRN P^)MP. A Procession of English 

Lyrics. Arranged by A. T. Quiller Couch. 

Second Edition, 

Chitral : The Story of a Minor Siège. By 
Sir G. S. Robertson. K.C.S.I. Tkird 
Edition, With numerous Illustrations. 



Strangb Survivals akd Superstitions. By 

S. Baring-Gould. Third Edition, 
Yorkshirb Odditibs and Strangr Events. 

By S. Baring-Gould. Fonrth Edition. 
English Villages. By P. H. Ditchîield, 

M.A., F S.A. With many Illustrations. 
A BooK op English Prose. By W. £. 

Henley and C. Whibley. 
The Land op thb Black Mountain. 

Beine a Description of Monténégro. By 

R. wyon and G. Prance. With 40 Illustra- 

tions. 



Blnstrated Pocket Library of Plain and Oolonred Books, The 

Fcap Zvo. ys. 6d, mt each volume, 

A séries, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and 
gênerai literature. Thèse are faithfuUy reprinted from the first or best éditions 
without introduction or notes. The Illustrations are chiefly in colour. 

OOLOUBBD B00K8 



Old Colourbd Books. By George Paston. 

With x6Coloured Plates. Fcaà,Zvo, as, net, 
The Life and Drath op John Mytton, Esq. 

By Nimrod. With 18 Coloured Plates by 

Henry Alken and T. J. Rawlins. Tkird 

Edition. 
Thb Lipb of a Sportsman. By Nimrod. 

With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Alken. 
Handlbv Cross. By R. S. Surtees. With 

117 Coloured Plates and 100 Woodcuts in the 

Text by John Leech. 
Mr. Spongb's Sporting Tour. By R. S. 

Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 90 

Woodcuts in the Text by John Leech. 

JORROCKS' JaUNTS AMD JOLLITIES. By R. S. 

Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by H. 

Alken. 
This volume î« reprînted from the ex- 

tremely rare and costly édition of 1843, which 

contains Alken's very fine illustrations 

instead of the usual ones by Phiz. 
AsK Mamma. By R. S. Surtees. With 13 

Coloured Plates and 70 Woo<lcuts in the 

Text by John Leech. 
Thb Analysis of thb Huntinc Fibld. By 

R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates bv 

Henry Alken, and 43 Illustrations on Wood. 
Thb Tour of Dr. Syntax in Sbarch of 

thb Picturbsqub. By William Combe. 

With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
Thb Tour of Doctor Syntax in Search 

of Consolation. By William Combe. 

With 24 Colottfed Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
Thb Third Tour of Doctor Syntax in 

Sbarch of a Wife. By William Combe. 

With 94 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
Thb History of Johnny Quab Genus : the 

Litde Foundlîng of the late Dr. Syntax. 

By the Aulhor of ' The Three Tours.' With 

84 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson. 



Thb English Dance of Death, from the 
Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrlcal 
Illustrations by the Author of 'Doctor 
Syntax.' Two Volumes, 
This book contains 76 Coloured Plates. 

The Da mcb of Li fb : A Poem. By the Author 
of 'Doctor Syntax.' Illustrated with a6 
Coloured Engravings by T. Rowlandson. 

Life in London : or, the Day and Night 
Scènes of Terry Hawthorn, Esq., and nis 
El^ant rriend, Corinthian lom. By 
Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured PUtes by 
I. R. and G. Cruikshank. With numerous 
Designs on Wood. 

Real Life in London : or, the Rambles 



and Adventures of Bob Tallvho, Esq^ and 
fais Cousin, The Hon. Tom Dashall. By an 
Amateur (Pierce Egan). With 31 Coloured 
Plates by Alken and Rowlandson, etc. 
Tvo Volumes. 
Thb Life of an Actor. By Pierce Egan. 
With 97 Coloured Plates by Théodore Lane, 
and several Designs on Wood. 

Thb Vicar of Wakbfiblo. By Oliver Gold- 

smith. With 94 Coloured Plates by T. Row- 

landson. 
Thb Military Adventures op Johnny 

Newcome. ByanOfficer. WithisColotu^d 

Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

Thb National Sports of Great Britain. 

With Descriotions and 51 Coloured Plates 

by Henry Alken. 
This book is completelv différent from the 

large folio édition of ' National Sports ' by 

the same artist, and none of the plates are 

similar. 
Thb Adventures op a Post Captain. By 

A Naval OfTicer. With 34 Coloured Plates 

by Mr. Williams. 

[Continned, 
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Thb Illustrated Pockbt Libbarv— «Mi//jMir^ 



Gamonia : or, tbe Art of Preserving Game ; 
andan Improved Method of makinK Planu- 
tioDS and Covtn, cxplained aad illustrUMl 
by Lawrence Rawstorne, Eaq. With 15 
Coloored Plates by T. Rawlins. 

An Acadbmy por urown Horskmbn : Con- 
taioiiy tbe completest Instructions for 
Walkta^, Trotting, Cantering, Gallosiinis, 
Stnmbltog, and Tiunbling. Illustratcd with 
97 Coloured Plates, and adoraed with a 
Portnût of the Aothor. By Geoifrey 
Gajsbado, Eki. 

Rbal LirB IN Irblano, or, the Day and 
Ntght Scènes of Brian Boni, Esq., and his 



Ekgant Friend, Sir Shawn O'Dogherty. 
By a Real Paddy. With 19 Coloored Plates 
by Heath, Marks, etc. 

Thb Advbnturbs of Tormnt Nbwcomb ik 
THB Naw. Bv Alfred Bnrton. ^th 16 
Coloored Plates by T. Rowlandsoo. 

Thb Old English Squirb: A Poem. By 
John Careless, Esq. With so Cofeored 
Plates after the style of T. Rowlandson. 

^HB English Srv. By Bernard Black- 
mantle. Wicfa 7s Coloored Plates by R. 
Craikshank, and many lUastratioos on 

WOOd. 7VW0 fWuMMCf. 
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Thb Gravb : A Poem. By Robert Blair. 
lUustrated by xs Etchings executed by^ Louis 
Schiavonetti from the original Inventions of 
William Blake. With an Engraved TiUe Page 
and a Portrait of Blake by T. Phillips, R. A. 
The illuitrations are reproduced m photo- 
gravure. 

Illustrations op thb Book of Job. In* 
vented and engra\'ed by William Blake. 
Thèse famous Illustrations— si in number 
—are reproduced in photogravure. 

iEnop's Fablbs. With 380 WoodcuU by 
Thomas Bewick. 

Windsor Castlb. By W. Harrison Ainsworth. 
With 33 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text 
by George Cniikshank. 



Thb Towbr of London. By W. Harrison 

Ainsworth. With 40 Plates and 58 Woodcnis 

in the Text by George Craikshank. 
Frank Fairlbgh. By F. £. Smedky. With 

30 Plates by George Cruikshanlc 
Handt Andy. By Samuel Lover. With S4 

Illustrations by the Author. 
Thb Complbat Anglbr. By Isaak Waltea 

and Charles Cotton. With 14 Plates and 77 

WoodcuU în the Text. 
This volume is reoroduoed from the beaati> 

fui édition of John Ai ajor of z8a^ 
Thb Pickwick FArBRs. By Charles Dickens. 

With the 43 Illustrations by Seyaoor and 

Phix, the two Buss Plates, and the 3a Con- 

tenponry Onwbyn Plates. 



Junior Ezamination Séries 

Edited by A. M. M. Stsdm AN, M. A. /Va/. Stfo, u. 

This séries is intended to lead up to the School Ezamination Séries, and isintended 
for the use of teachers and students, to sapply material for tbe former and practioe 
tor the latter. The papera are carefully grâduated, cover the whole of the si^Mect 
usnally taught, and are intended to form part of tbe ordinary dus work. Iney 
may t>e used vivâ voc€ or as a written examination. 

Junior Grkek Examination Papkrs. By T. 
C Weatherhead, M.A. 



Junior Frbnch Examination Papbks. By 

F. Jacob, M.A. 
Junior Latin Examination Papers. By C. 

G. Botting, M.A. Third Editùm. 
Junior English Examination Pafbrs. By 

W. Williamson, M.A. 
Junior Arithmbtic Examination Papbrs. 

By W. S. Beard. Second Edition, 
Junior Algbbra Examination Papbrs. By 

S. W. Fizm, M.A. 



Junior Gbnbral Information Examina- 
tion Papbrs. By W. S. Beard. 

*A Kbt to thb abovb. Cvwwm 8m. 31: &£ 
Junior Gbography Examination Papbrs. 
ByW. G. Baker, M.A. 

Junior Gbrman Examination Papers. By 
A. Vo^elin, M.A. 



Junior School-Books, Uethœn's 

Edited by O. D. Inskip, LL.D., and W. Williamson, B.A. 

A séries of elementary books for pupils in lower fonns, simply written 

by teachers of expérience. 

By 
Cf. 



A Claas-Book op Dictation Passages. 
W. Williamson, B. A. EUvenik BdîHmt^ 
u, éd. 



Thb Gospbl Acoording to St. Matthbw. 
Edited by E. WiltoQ Sovth, M.A. With 
Three Maps. Cfmm 89». u. 6d. 
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IffBTBUxir'a JvNios SasooL-BooxB'^c^iiftméd, 



Ths Gospel Accordingto St. Mark. Edited 

bv A. E. Rubie, D.D. Wtth Three Mapa. 

CrvtvmBvû. is, 6d, 
A Junior Engluh Grammar. By W.Willûun- 
•oo. B. A. With numerous passages for parsîng 

and analysis, and a chapter on Essay Wriiin g. 

Second EditiûM, Crvnm 8vû, 9S. 
A Tu N lOH Chbmistr Y. By E. A. Tyler, B. A. , 

F. es. With 78 Illustrations. Second Edi- 

tiofu Crown %vo, as. 6d, 
Ths Acts of thb Apostlbs. Edited by A. 

K. Rubie, D.D. Crown BtfO. as, 
A Junior Frbnch Grammax. By L. A. 

Somet and M. J. Acatos. Crown Scv. 

»f. 

E1L.EMENTARY ExPBRIMBNTAL SCIENCE. PHV- 

sics by W. T. Clough, A.R.CS. Chbmistxy 



by A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc With 9 Plates and 

X54 Diagrams. Second Edition, Crovm 

8tv. af . 6d. 
A Junior Gbombtry. By Noël S. Lydon. 

With a3QDiagrams. Crovm iivo, 2t. 
A Junior Magnbtism and Electricity. By 

w. T. Clough. With many Illustrations. 

Crown Sxw. tt. 6d. 
Elrmbntary Expérimental Chemistry. 

By A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With 4 Plates 

and 109 Diagrams. Crown Bfv. 9S. 
A Junior French Prose Composition. 

By R. R. N. Baron, M. A. Crown 8cv. sx. 
*Thb Gospel According to St. Lukb. With 

an^ Introduction and Notes by William 

Williamson. B.A. With Three Maps. Crown 

Bvo. it, 6a, 



Leaders of Beligion 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING. M.A., Canon of Westminster. WM Portraits. 

Crown Bvo, 2s, net, 

A séries of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religions life 
and thought of ail âges and countries. 



Cardinal Nbwman. By R. H. Hutton. 
John Wbsley. By J. H. Overton, M. A. 
BisHOP WiLBBKFQRCB. By G. W. Danîell, 

M.A. 
Cardinal Manning. By A. W. Hutton, M. A. 
Ch \rlbs Simbon. By H. C. G. Moule, D.D. 
John Kbble. By Walter Lock, D.D. 
Thomas Chalmers. By Mrs. Oliphant. 
Lancblot Andrbwbs. By R. X. Ottley, 

D.D. Second Edition, 
Augustinb op Cantbrbury. By E. L. 

Cutts, D.D. 



William Laud. By W. H. Hutton, M.A. 

TÂird Edition, 
JohnKnox. ByF.MacCunn. Second Edition, 
John Howb. By R. F. Horton, D.D. 
BisHOP Kbn. By F. A. Clarke, M.A. 
George Fox, thb Quaker. By T. Hodgkin, 

D.C.L. 
John Donne. By Augustus Jessopp, D.D. 
Thomas Cranmer. By A. J. Mason, D.D. 
BiSHOP Latimer. By R. M. Carlyle and A. 

J. Carlyle, M.A. 
BiSHOP Butler. By W. A. Spooner, M.A. 



lâttle Blue Books, The 

General Editor, E. V. LUCAS. 
lîîustraied, Deviy i6mo. 2s, 6d, 
A séries of books for children. The aim of tbe editor is to get entertaining or 
exciting stories about normal children, the moral of wbich is iroplied ratber Uian 
exprKsed. 

6. Thb Trbasurb of Princbgatb Priory 
By T. Cobb. 

7. Mrs. Barberry's Gbneral Shop. By 
Roger Ashton. 

8. A BooK OP Bad Childrbn. By W. T. 

Webb. 

9. Thb Lost Ball. By Thomas Cobb. 

Little Books on Ait 

Witk many Illustrations, Dtmy lônio, 2s. 6d, net, 
A séries of mom^raphs in miniature, containing the complète outline of the 
subject under treatment and rejecting minute détails. Thèse books are produced 
with the greatest care. Each volume consists of about 900 pages, and contains from 
30 to 40 illustrations, including a frontispiece in photogravure. 
GrerkArt. H. B.WaIters. Second Edition, 1 Reynolds. J. Sime. Second Edition, 
BooK plates, e. Almack. | Romney. George Paston. 

[Continuea, 



1. Thn Castaways op Mbadowbank. By 

Thomas Cobb. 
Thb Bebchnut Book. By Jacob Abbott, 

Edited by £. V. Lucas. 
Thb Air G un. By T. HilberL 
A School Ybail By Netta Syrett 
Thb Peblbs at thb Capital. By Roger 

Ashton. 
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LiTTLS BoOKS ON Kwt"'<0ntinued. 

Watts. R. B. D. Sketdil«y. 

Lbighton. Alice Corkran. 

Vklasqubz. WUind Wilberforce and A. 

Gilbert 
Grbuzb ano Boucher. Elia F. Pollard. 
Vandyck. m. g. Smallwood. 
TuxNEK. Frmnces Tyrell-GUI. 
DOksr. Jessie Allen. 
HoppNKK. H. P. IL Sicipcon. 
HoLBEiN. Mrs. G. Fortescue. 



R. 



BuRNB-JoNU. Fortunée de Lîsle. Sêcmd 

Rbmkramdt. Mrs. BL A. Sharp. 
Corot. Alice Pollard and Ethet Bînisdi^ 
Rapmabu a. r. DryhorsL 
MiLLST. Netta Peaoock. 
Illuminatbd MSS. J. W. Bmdley. 
Christ in Art. Mrs. Henry Jenner. 
Jbwbllery. Cyril Davenport. 
Clauob. Edwvd Dillon. 



Little Oalleries, The 

Demy i6m#. 2x. 6^ tut. 

\ séries of little books eontaintng examples of the best work of the great painters. 
Each volume contains ao plates in photogravure, together with a short otitline of the 
life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted. 



A Littlb Gallbkv op Riynolds. 
A Littlb Gallbrv op Romnby. 
A Littlb Gallerv op Hoppner. 



A Littlb Gallbkt op Millais. 

A Littlb Gallbrv op English Porrs. 



Idttte Guides, The 

Smaii Pùti Scv, clotk^ 2s, 6d, tut,; Uaiker^ y, 6ii, nei. 



OXPOKD ANO 1T8 COLLEGES. Bt J. Wells. 

M. A. lUustrated by E. H. New. Sixtk 

Edifie*, 
Cambridgb and its Collèges. By A. 

Hamilion Thompaon. Stcond Edition. 

Illustrated by E. H. New. 
The Malvbkn Countxv. By B. C. A. 

Windie, D.Sc, F.R.S. Illustrated by E. 

H. New. 
Shakbspbare's Countrv. By B. C. A. 

Windie, D.Sc, F.R.S. Iliu&trated by E. 

H. New. Second Edition. 
SussBX. By F. G. Brabant. M. A. lUusliatcd 

by £. H. New. Hecomd Edition, 
Westminster Abbev. By G. E. Troutbeck. 

Illustrated by F. D. Bedford. 
Norfolk. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by 

B. C Boulter. 
CORNWALL. By A. L. Salmon. Illustrated 

by B. C Boulier. 
Brittamy. By S. Barins-Gould. Illustrated 

by J. Wylie. 
Hektporoshixe. By H. W. Tompkins, 

F.R.H.S. Illustrated by Ë. H. New. 
The Enci.ish Lake». By F. G. Brabant, 

M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New. 



CKnch. Illustrated by F. IX 
Hlostrated by & 



Kbnt. ByGb 

Bedford. 
RoMB By C G. Ellaby. 

C Boulter. 

Thb Islx op Wight. By G. Oiocli. Illus- 
trated by F. D. Bedford. 

Surrbv. By F. A. H. Lambert. lUustiated 
by E. H. New. 

BucKiNGHAMSHiRB. Bv E. S. Roflcoe. lUn»* 
trated by F. D. Bediord. 

SoPKOLK. By W. A. DuU. Illostrated by J. 

Wylie. 
Derrvshirb. By T. C Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. 

lUusUatcdbyJ. C Wall. 
The North Ru>ing op Yorkshirb. By I 

E. Morris. Illustrated by R. J. S. 

Bertram. 

HAMfSHiRB. By J. C Coz. Illustrated by 
M. E. Purser. 

SiciLV. By F. H. Jadkaoo. Wkh many 
Illustrations by the Author> 

Dobsbt. By Frank R. Heath. lUnstiated. 

Chbshire. By W. M. Gallichan. Illustrated 
by Elizabeth Hartiey. 



Little Libniy, The 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieoes. 
Sntall Pott Svû, Each V^Iums^ clcth^ is, 6d. m4i ; iseaker^ 2s, 6d, net, 
A .«leries of small books under the above title, cootainingsome of thefamous works 
in English and other literatures, in the domains of fiction, poetiy, and belles lettres. 
The séries also con tains volumes of sélections in prose and verse. 

The books are edited with the most sympathetic and scholarly care. Each one 
contains an introduction which gives (i) a short biography of the author; (a) a 
critical estimât^ of the book. Where they are necessary, short notes are added at 
the foot of the page. 
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Each volume has a photogravure frontispiece, and the books are produced with 



Feniir (SiiBaiiX marriage. Edît«i 

by A. GooDUCH • Fkebs and Lord 

Iddbslbich. Tw0 Vûlumss, 
THE INHKKITANCE. Two Volumes. 
GaakelldCn.). CRANFORD. Editedby 

K. V. Lucas. Stcomd Edition, 

Hawthonie (HatHaniel). the scarlet 

LETTER. Edited by Percy Dearmkk. 

Hendenoa (T. F.). A LITTLE BOOK 
OF SCOTTISH VERSE. 

KeatS (Jolin). POEMS. With an Intro- 
duction by L. BiNYON, and Notes by J. 
Masrpikld. 

Klnslak* $A. W.). EOTHBN. With an 
Introduction and Notes. Second Edition. 

Lambjaharles). elia. and the 

LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA. Edited by 

E. V. Lucas. 
Locker^.). LONDON LYRICS Edited 

by A. D. GoDLKY, M. A. A reprint of the 

First Edition. 
LOl^ellOW (H. W.l SELECTIONS 

FROM LONGFELLOW. Edited by 

L. M. FAtTHirULL. 

llarvfU (AndrewX THB POEMS OF 

ANDREW MARVELU Edited by E. 

Wright. 
KUton (Jolm). THE MINOR POEMS 

OF JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. C. 

Bbsching. m. a., Canon of Westminster. 
M0ira>.lK). MANSIEWAUCH. Edited 

by F. Hbndsrson. 
NicholB (J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 

ENGLISH SONNETS. 

RocbefoncaïadCLa). the MAXIMS OF 

LA ROCHEFOUCAULD. Translaied 
by Dean Stamhopb. Edited by G. H. 

Smith iHorace and James), rejected 

ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. Godley, 
M A- 

Bteme OEAvrence). A SENTIMENTAL 

JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. Paui- 

Tonii780]iÛlfired.Lord). THE EARLY 

POEMS OF ALFRKD, LORD TENNY- 
SON. Edited by J. Churton Coluks, 

IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C. 

Bebching, M. a. 
THE PRINCESS. Edited by Elbadbth 

WOROSWORTH. 

MAUD. Edited by Elizabrth Wordsworth 

Tha<acera7(W.M.). vanity fair. 

Edited by S. Gwynn. Tkno Volumes, 
PENDENNIS. Edited by S. Gwynn. 

TAree Volumes. 
ES M O N D. Edited by S. Gwynn. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. Editedby S. Gwynn. 

Vanshan (Heiur). THE POEMS OF 

HENRY VAUGHAN. Edited by Edward 

HUTTON. 

[Continued 



KNGLISH LYRICS, A LITTLE 
BÔOK OF. 

Austen (Jane), pride and préju- 
dice:. Edited by E. Y. Lucas. Tivo 
Voiufeees. 

NORTHAMGER ABBEY. Edited byE.V. 

L.UCAS. 

Bacon (Franciak the essays of 

1X>RI> BACON. Edited by Edward 

WlUGHT. 

-^^fcrlPiywi A. HA THE INGOLDSBY 
LBGKNDS. Edited by J. B. Atlay. 
T'wo ymlumes. 

Baznett dfn. P. A.). A little BOOK 

OF ENGLISH PROSE. 

Bedkfora rwilliam). THE HISTORY 

OF THE CALIPU VATHEK. Edited 
by £. Dbnison Ross. 

Blake CWlUiam). sélections from 

WILLIAM BLAKE. Edited by M. 

Borrow (Oêorce). layengro. Edited 

by F. Hi.ndesGrckjme. Two Volumes. 
THS ROMANY RYE. Edited by John 
Sampson. 

Brofwning (Robert). SELECTIONS 

FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W. 
Hall Grifpin, M.A. 
Caxming(Oeorge). SELECTIONS FROM 
THK ANTl- lACOBIN : with Gborgb 
Canning's additional Poen». Edited by 
LLiOYo Sandbrs. 

Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF 

ABRAHAM COWLEY. Edited by H. C 

MiNCHiN. 

Crabbe <Oemn). SELECTIONS FROM 

GEORGE CRABBE. Edited by A. C 
Deans. 
Ctaik (Kn.). JOHN HALIFAX, 
GENTLEMAN. Edited by Anne 
Mathbson. 7*»» Volumes. 

GrawBbaw (RichardX THE ENGLISH 

POEMS OF RICHARD CRAWSHAW. 

Edited by Edward HirrroN. 
Banto (AJWerl). THE INFERNO OF 

DANTE. Translated by H. F. Cary. 

Edited by Pagbt Toynbee, M. A., D.Litt. 
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans- 

lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Pacbt 

TovNBEB, M. A, D.Litt. 
THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Tran». 

lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Pauet 

Toynbbb, M. a, DiLitt. 

Barley (Oeme). sélections from 

THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. 
Edited by R. A Stbbatpbild. 
Deaae (A a), A LITTLE BOOK OF 
LIGHT VERSE. 

BlekensCOharlea). CHRISTM.\S BOOKS. 

Two Volumes, 
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Valton (Iiaak). THE COMPLEAT 

ANGLER. Kdited by J. Buchan. 

WaterliouM (Mxn, AlMd). A LITTLE 
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 
by. Eigktk E€Utiê$u 

Hiniatare 



Wordsirorth(W.). SELECTIONS FROM 
WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowbx 

C. SUITH. 

Wontowortli (W.) «ad Oalerldge (S. T.). 

LYRICAL BALLADS. Edited%G£ORCS 
Sampsoil 

Metlniai'B 



Reprints in miniature of a few interestinf books wliich hâve qualities of 

humanity, devodon, or lit^-ary genius. 



EuPHiANoa: A Dialogue on Youtb. By 
Edward FitzGerald. From tbe édition ptt1>> 
lisbed bv W. Pickering in 1851. Demy 
33*»^ I^emiM^Tf 2t. tut, 

PoLONios: or Wise Saws and Modem In* 
stances. By Edward FitxGerald. From 
tbe «dition publisbed by W. Pickering in 
185a. Dtmyyim». LratAer, 9S, Méi, 

Thb RubXiyAt dp Omar KhayyAm. By 
Edward FitzGerald. From the xst édition 
of z8s9, Tkird Edition, LuUktr, xs. tut. 



Thb Ltpb op Edwabd, Lord Hbrbskt or 
Chbrbuky. Written by himaelf. From 
tbe édition printed at Strawberry Hill in 
the year 1764. Médium ivmê. Lê m th tr ^ 
SX. lui. 

Thb Visions op Dok Francisco Quevbdo 
ViLLBGAS, Knight of tbe Order of St. 
James. Made English by R. L. From tbe 
édition printed for H* Herringman, j€/SL 
Leatker. w. net. 

PoEMS. By Dora Greenwell. Fnm tbe édi- 
tion of 7848. Leatker, 2s. net. 



Oxford Biographies 

/rfl/. Svû. Each volume ^ clûih^ 2s. 6d. net ; leaiker^ y. M. nei. 
Thèse books are written by sdiolars of repute, who combine knowledge and 
Hterary skill with the power of popular présentation. They are illustrated from 
authentic material. 

Dantb Augh ibki. By Paget Toynbee» M. A. , 

D.Litt. With xa Illustrations. Seccnd 

Edition. 
Savonarola. By E. L. S. Horabargh, M.A. 

With ka I11ustration& Second EMtien. 
John Howard. By E. C. S. Gibeon, D.D., 

VIcar of Leeds. with xa Illustrations. 
Tbnnvson. By a. c Bbnson, M.A. With 

9 Illustrations. 
Waltbx Raleigh. By I. A. Taylor. With 

la Illustrations. 
Erasmus. By £. F. H. Capey. With xa 

Illustrations. 
Thk Young Prbtbndbr. By C S. Terry. 

With sa Illustrations. 



Robbrt Burns. By T. F. Hcnderson. 

With xa Illustrations. 
Chatham. Hy A. S. M'DowalL With xa 

Illustrations. 
St. Francis op Assisi. By Anna M. Stod- 

dart. With x6 Illustrations. 
Canning. By W. A. Phillip*. With xa 

lUustrattons. 
Bbaconspibld. By Walter SicheL With xa 

Illustrations. 
GoBTHB. By H. G. Atkins. With xa IDus- 

trations. 
«Fbnblon. By Viscoont Sl Cyres. With 

xa Illustrations. 



School Kramination Séries 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN. M.A Crmen Zvo. 



as. 6d. 



Frbnch Examination Papbrs. By a. m. 
M. Stedman^ M. A. Tkirteentk Edition. 
A Krv, issued to Tutors and Prîvate 
Students only to be had on application 
to the Publishers. Fi/tk Edition. 
Crown %vo, Ss. net. 
Latin Examination Papbrs. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Twel/ik Edition, 
Key {Fonrik EeUtùm) issued as above. 
dr. net, 
Grbbk Examination Papbrs. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Eirktk Edition. 
Kby iThird Edition) issued as above. 
tt. net. 
Gbrman Examination Papbrs. By R. J. 
Morich. Sixtk Edition^ 



Kby {Tkird Edition) issaed as above. 
6*. net. 

HiSTORV and GbOGRAPHY EXAMDVATIOrC 

Paprrs. By c H. Speooe^ M.A. Second 
Edition. 

PhVSICS EXAltINATIOM PAPBRS. By R. K. 

Steel, M.A., F.CS. 

Grnbral Knowx.bix:b Examination 
Papbrs. By A. M. M. Stedman, M A. 
Fihk Edition. 

Kby {Tkird Editiùn) issued as above. 
7X. net. 

Examination Papbrs in Englxmi Histoby. 
By J. Tait Plowden-Wardlaw, B.A. 
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Social Questioiis of To-day 

Edited by H. DK B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. Crtnon 8w. 2J. éd. 

A séries of volumes upon those topics of social, économie, and industrial interest 
thaï are foremost in the public mind. 



Tradb Unionism— Nbw and Old. By G. 

How«II. Tkird Edtticn. 
The Co-opkkativb Movembnt To-day. By 

G. J. HoIyoak€. Faurth Edition, 
PROBLBMS OF PovBRTV. By J. A. Hobson. 

M.A. Fi/tk Edition, 
Thb Commbrcb or Nations. By C. F. 

Bastable, M.A. Tkird Edition, 
Thb Alibn Invasion. By W. H. Wilkiiia,R A. 
Thk Rubal Exodus. By P. Andenon 

Graham. 
Land Nationalization. By Haiold Cox. 

B.A 
A Shortbr Working Day, By H. de Gibbins 

and R. A Hadfield. 
Back to thb Land. An Inquiry into Ruml 

Dépopulation. By H. £. Moore. 
Trusts, Pools, and Cornbbs. By j. Stephen 

Jeans. ) 



By R. W. Cooke- 



Thb Factory System. 

Taylor. 
The Statb and its Chilorbn. By Gextrude 

Tuckweli. 
Wombn's Work. By Lady Dilke, Miss 

Bullcy, and Miss Whiiley. 
Social isM and Modbrn Thought. By M. 

KanATmann. 
ThbProblem of thb Unbmploybd. By j. 

A. Hobson, M.A 
LiFB in West London By Arthur Sherwdl. 

M.A. Tkird Edition, 
Railwav Nationalization. By Clément 

Ekiwards. 
WoRKHousES and Pauperism. By Louisa 

Twining. 
University and Social Sbttlbmbnts. By 

W. Reason, M.A 



The English Idbrary 

Messrs. Methubn are^ pnblishing a new séries of reprînts containing both books of classical 
repute, which are accessible in various forms, aod also some rarer books, of which no satisfactory 
édition at a moderate price is in existence. It is their ambition to place the best books of ail 
nations, and particularly of the Anglo-Saxon race, within the reach of every reader. Ali the 
great masters of Poetr^, Drama, Fiction, History, Bîography, and Philosophy will be repre* 
sented. The characteristics of Thb English Library are five :— i. Soundness of Text, 
2. Completbnbss. 3. Cheapness. 4. Clearnbss op Type. «. Simplicitv. In a fcw 
cases very long books are issued as Double Volumes at One Shilling net or as Treble 
Volumes at One Shilling and Sixpence net. The volumes may also be obtained in cloth at 
One Shilling net, or in the case of a Double or Treble Volume at One and Sixpence net and 
Two Shillings net. 



Thèse are the early Books« 



The Works op William 
10 volumes. 



Shakespeare. In 



Vol. i.— The Tempest ; The Two Gentlemen 

of Verona ; The Merry Wives of Windsor ; 

Measure for Measure; The Comedy of 

Errors. 
Vol. II. — Mnch Ado About Nothing ; Love's 

Labour 's Lost; A Midsummer Nifht's 

Dream ; The Merchant of Venice ; As You 

Likelt. 
You III.— The Taming of the Sbrew ; AIl's 

Wellthat Ends Well; Twelfth Nigbt ; The 

Winter's Taie. 
Vou iv.—The Life and Death of King John ; 

The Tragedy of King Richard the Second ; 

The First Part of King Henry iv. ; The 

Seomd Part of King Henry iv. 



•Vol. V.— The Life of King Henry v. ; The 
First Part of King Henry vi. ; The Second 
Part of King Henry vl 
•Vol.vi.— The Third Part of King Henry vl: 
The Tragedy of King Richard ni. ; The 
Famous History of the Life of King 
Henry vin. 
Thb Pilgrim's Proorbss. By John Bunyan. 
Thb Novels op Jane Austen. In 5 volumes. 

Vol. i. — Sease and Sensibility. 
Thb English Works of Francis Bacon, 
Lord Vbrulah. 
VoL I.— Essays aod Counstls and the New 
Atlantis. 
Thb Pobms andPlaysof Oliver Goldsmith. 
On thb Imitation of Christ. By Thomas 
à Kempis. 

IConiinn^d, 
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Thb Engush Librabv— «Mi/iVrwi^ 

Tms Works ey Bbn Jonsom. In about xt 
volumes. 
*VoL. i.~Tbe Case Is Altered ; Every Man 
in His Humour; Every Man out of His 
Humour. 
•Vol. II.— C><nèhia'ftRevels ; The Poetaster. 
Thb Pkosb Works op John Milton. 

Vol. I. — Eikonoklastes and The Tenure of 
Kiogs and Magistrales. 

SBtBCT WORKS OF EDMOND BURKB. 

Vol. I. — Reflectionsonthe French Révolution. 
Thb Works op Hrnrv Fibldinc. 

Vol. I. — Tom Jones. (Treble Volume. ) 
Thb Pobms op Thomas Chattbrton. In a 
volumes. 

*Vol. i.->Mïsoellaneous Poems. 
*Thb Lipb op Nelson. By Robert Southey. 
Thb Mbditations op Marcus Aqrblius. 

Translated by R. Graves. 
Thb Historv op thb Dbclinb and Fall op 

THB Roman Empirb. By Edward Gibbon. 

In 7 volumes. 
The Notes hâve been revised by J. B. 

Bury, Litt.D. 
Thb Plavs op Christophbr Marlowb. 

*Vol. L-^Tamburlane the Great; The Tragi- 
cal History of Doctor Fauittus. 
*Thb Natubal History and Antiquitibsop 

Sblbobnb. By Gilbert White. 



Thb Pobms op Pbbct Bvsshb Shbllst. In 

4 volumes. 
*Vol. I.— Alastor ; The Dacmon oftbe World ; 

The Revolt of Islam, etc. 
*Vol. II.— Promethcus Unboimd ; TbeCoiâ ; 
The Masque of Anarchy ; Peter Bell the 
Third ; Ode to Liberty ; The Witdb of 
Atlas ; Ode to Naples ; Œdipas Tyrannns. 
The text bas been revised by C D. LoodcIc 
*Thb Littlb Flowers op St. Franos. 

Translated by W. Heywood. 
TfCB Works op Sir Thomas Brovke. In 6 
volumes. 
*VoL I.— ReltRfo Medid and Ura BartaL 
TuR Pobms op John Milton. In a volumes. 
*VoI. I.— Paradise Lost. 
*Vol. II.— Miscellaneons Poems aod PRndise 
Recained. 
Sblbct Works op Sir Thomas Morb. 

•Vol. i. — Utopia and Poems. 
•Thr Analogv op Rbugion, Naturax. akd 

Rbvralbd. By Joseph Butler, D.D. 
*Thb Plays op Phimp Massingbr. 

VoL i.— The Duke of Mihm ; The Bood- 
man ; The Roman Actor. 
•Thb Pobms op John Kbats. In 9 volumes. 
•Thb Rbpublic op Plato. Translated by 
Taylor and Sydenham. 



Tedmology, Teztbooks of 

Edited by Propkssor J. WERTHEIMER, F.I.C. 
Fuify Iliusirated, 



How to Makb a Drbss. By J. A. E. Wood. 

Third Edition. Crçnm ^vo. is. 6d. 
Carpbntrv and Joinerv. By F. C. Webber. 

Faurth Edition. Crown 89«. ys. 6d. 
Practical Mbchanics. By Sidney H. Wells. 

Third Edition. Crovmlvo. js.6d. 
Practical Phvsics. By H. Stroud, D.Sc, 

M.A. Crotvn Htfo. 31. 6d. 
Millinbry, Theoretical and Practicai. 

ByClareHilL Second Edition. Crown %vo. 

at. 
Practical Chbmistrv. Part l By W. 

French, M.A. Crown Boo. Third Ediiioti. 

IX. 6(L 



Practical Chbmistry. Part 11. By W. 
French, M.A., and T. H. Boardman, M.A. 
Crown 2vo, ix. td. 

Tkchnical Arithhstic and Gbombtiiy. 
By C T. MUlia, M.I.M.E. Cnmn 8m. 
V.6d, 

An Introbdction to thb Study op Tbb- 
tslb Desiun. By Aldred F. Barker. Dom^ 
Scv. js. 6d. 

BiTiLDBRs* Quantities. By H. C Gmbk 
Crown dtfo. 4$. 6d. 

Repoussa Mbtal Work. By A. C Horth. 
Crown Bvo. as. 6d. 



Theology, Handbooks of 

Edited by R. L. Ottlev, D.D., Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxforà, 

and Canon of Christ Church, Oxford. 

The séries is intended, in P^t, to furnish tbe clergy and teachers or stndents of 
Theology with trustworthy Text-books. adequately re|3resenting tbe présent position 
of the questions dealt with ; in part, to make accessible to the reading public an 
accarate and concise statement of facts and principles in ail questions bearing on 
Theology and Religion. 



Thb XXXIX. Articles op thr Church op 
Enclandw Edited by £. C S. Gibson, 
D.D. Third and CÙa/tr Ediiiûn in onc 
Volnnte. Demf 8tv. xsx. 6^ 



An Introodction 
Rbligiom»* By 
Liu.D. Third 

JOimtd. 



TO THB HlTTOBY OF 

F. B. Jevons, M.A., 
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HaNOIOOXS OF THROU0GV^Cû»timsuJ. 

Thb Doctkinb op thb Incarnatioh. By R. 

L. Ouley, D.D. Secûiuf mnd Cheaper 

KAitioiu Dtmy 8«9. ia«. îd. 
An Introduction to thb Historv opthb 

Crbbds. By A. E. Bum, B.I>. Devty 

8fv. lor. ^d. 



Thb Philosophy op Rblicion jn Bngland 
AND Ambrica. By Alfred Caldecott. D.D. 
Dtmy Btfû, lor. 6a, 

A HisTORv OP Earlv Christian Doctrine. 
ByJ. F. Beihune Baker, M. A. Dtmy^xw, 

JOt. 64/. 



Westminster Commentaries, The 

General Editor. WALTER LOCK. D.D., Wanlen of Keble Collège, 
Dean Ireland's Professer of Exegesis in tbe University of Oxford. 
The object of each commentary is priinarily excgetical, to interpret theauthor's 
meaniug to the présent génération. The editors will not deal, except very subor- 
dinately, with questions of textual criticisra or philology ; but, taking the English 
text in the Revised Version as tbeir basis, they will try to combine a bearty acœpt- 
ance of critical principles with loyalty to the Catholic Faitb. 

Thb First Epistlb op Paul thb Apostlb 
to thb CoRiNTHiANS. Editod by H. L. 
Goudge, M.A. Demy 8cv. 6<. 



Thb Book op Gbnbsis. Edited with Intro* 

ductîon and Noteii by S. R. Driver. D.D. 

Fourtk Edition Demy Scw. xos. 6a. 
Thb Buok op Jon. Edited by E. C S. Gibson, 

V.D» Stcûud Edition. Demy^vo. 6», 
Thb Acts op thb Apostles. Edited by R. 

B. Rackham, M.A. DimyZxMf, Second and 

Ckeaptr Edition, zor. 6d* 



Thb Epistlb op St. Jambs. Edited with In- 
troduction and Notes by R. J. Knowling, 
M.A. Dimy^vo, 6r. ' 



Part IL — Fiction 



Albanesi Œ. Maria). SUSANNAH AND 

ONE OTHER. Fourt h Edition. Crown 

Zvo. 6s, 
THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 

Second Edition. Crown 690. 6s. 
CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. Second Edi- 
tion, Crown ivo. 6t, 
LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition. 

Crown Zvo. 6s. 
PKTER, A PARASITE. Cro^tm Bvo. 6s. 
THE BROWN EYES OF MARY. T/iird 

Edition. Crown Btfo. 6s. 
AXIBtey (F.X Author of 'Vice VersS.' A 

BAVARD FROM BENGAL. Illustrated 

by Bbrnaro Partridgb. TAird Edition. 

Crown Bvo. v 6d. 
BaOlMllerCIrTijIg). Author of'Eben HoMen.' 

DARREL OFTHE BLESSED ISLES. 

TAird Edition, Cmwn Zoo. 6s. 
Ba«Ot(Bicliard). A ROMAN MYSTERV. 

Tkird Edition, Crown itfo. 6s. 
THE PASSPORT. Eimrth Ed. Cr. Bve. 6s. 
BalfOlirfAndrewX See Strand Novels. 

BazUig-Oovld (8.). arminell. Ei/ik 

Edition, Crown Bfo. 6s. 
URITH. EtytA Edition. CrownZvo. 6t. 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Seventk 

Edition, Crown îvo. 6s. 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fonrik Edition, 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 
MARGKRY OF QUETHER. Tkird 

Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 



k 



THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fi/ik Edition. 

Crovm Bvo. 6s. 
ACQUETTA. Tkird Edition. Crorvn Bvo. 6s. 
.imV ALONE. Fiytk Edition. Cr. B/vo. 6s. 
NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourtk Edition. Croxvn 

Bv9, 6s, 
THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated. 

Fi/ik Editicn. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Crotvn Bvo. 6s. 
THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Tkird 

Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated. 

Second Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s. 
BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Crown 8m. 6s. 
PABO THE PRIEST. Crown 8w>. de 
WINEFRED. lUustnited. Second Edition, 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 
ROYAL GEORGIE, Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
M ISS OU I LLET. I llufttrated. Crown Bvo. 6s, 
CHRIS OF ALL sorts. Cronm Bvo. 6s. 
INDEWISLAND. Second Edition. Crown 

Bvo. 6s. 
LITTLE TU'PENNY. AKewEdituùu 6d. 
See also Strand Novels. 

Barlow (JaneX THE Land of THE 

SHAMROCK. Crown Bvo. 6s, Seealw 
Strand Novels. 

Barr (EoberlX IN THE MIDST OF 

ALARMS. Tkird Edition. CrownBvo, 6s. 
* A book which bas abundantly satislied us 
by its capital humour.'— 2'a/(^ Ckronicio. 
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THE MUTABLE MANY. Tkird Editi0tu 

Crcmn 800. 6ff. 
'There U much insî^t in ik, and omch 

excellent humour.'— Z7«fi^ CkrânicU, 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. TkiMEditUn, 

CrtwH Zzfo, 6f. ^ 
' Of thèse meduBval romanoea, whîch are 

now gaininc ground . ' ' The Countess Tekla " 

îs the verybest w« oave seen. —'Poil Mmil 

Gasetie. 
THE LADY ELECTRA. Steand Editi^m, 

CrvwH Svtfi. 61; 
THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 

Tkird Edition. Crtwn 8ioû. 6t. 
See also Stxand Novels. 
B%M9 (Harold). THE ADVENTURES 

OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. Cfwmv 8fw. 6r. 
BeUoe(Hilldl«). EMMANUEL BURDEN, 

MERCHANT. With 36 Illustrations by 

G. K. Chbstkkton. Sécottd Editim. 

CttW% vOC» Of . 

Banion (B. F.X See Stnnd Novels. 
Banson (KarnretX SUBJECT TO 

VANITY. Crown èp», 39. 6d, 
BêMAt (Blr Walt«r>. See Strand Novels. 
Bonme (Harold C.K See V. Langbridge. 

Bnrton (J. BloxmdèUeX THE year 

ONE : A Page of the French Révolution. 

Illustrated. Crown Zvo. 6«. 
THE FATE OF VALSEC. Crvwn 8fv. 6s, 
A BRANDED NAME. Crvwn 8m. 6t. 

See also Strand Novels. 
GaPM (BernardX Aulhor of *The Lake of 

Wine.^ THE EXTRAORDINARY CON- 

FESSIONSOFDIANAPLEASE. Tkird 

Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
AJAYOFITALY. FourtkEd. Cr. 8tv. 6». 

ChesnerCWeatherbyl THETRAGEDY 

OF THE GREAT EMERALD. Crown 
%V0. 6s. 
THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. 
Second Edition, Crown Se». 6s, 
See also Strand Novels. 
difford (Hngll). A FREE LANCE OF 

TO-DAY. Crown Bt>o. 6s. 
difford (Mrs. W. K.X See Strand Novels 
and Books for Boys and Giris. 

Cobb (Thomas). A change OF face. 

Crown Bvo. 6s, 

Corelli (Maria). A ROMANCE OF Two 

WORLDS. Twenty^ixth Edition. Crown 

8tw. 6s. 
VENDETTA. T^oenty Ssamd Edition, 

Crown 8v0. 6s. 
THELMA. Thirty-Third Edition, Crown 

Bvo. 6s. 
ARDATH: THE STORY OF A DEAD 

SELF. Sixttontk Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE SOUL OF LILITH. TkirtttntA 

Edition. Crown ivo. 6s. 
WÔRMWOOD. Fouriuntk Edition, Crown 

%vo. 6s. 
BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE 

WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Fortistk Edi^ 
Crown Zvo, 6s, 



' The tender revenace of the 
«nd the imaciaative beaoty of the «ritiog 



hâve recoadTed os to the daring <d the con 
ception. This "Drcan of the Worid's 
Tragedy** U a lofty and sot inadéquate 
paraphrase of the sopreme dimax 01 the 
inspired narrative.' — DnhUn Review, 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. F\/titik 
Edition, Crown 9oo. 6c 

*A very çowerful i»ece or woisk. , . . 
The conoepbioB is magnificent, and is Ukdy 
to win aa ahiding place within the menory 
of nuut. . . . The aathor has immense oom« 
mand of languag^e, and a limitless andadty. 
. . . This interesting and remaïkaUe romance 
wil! live long after mach of the epbeneim] 
literatnre of the day is forgotten. ... A 
literary phenomeaoo . . . novel, and even 
sublime. —W. T. Sthad in the Remtm 0/ 
Rtviews, 

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. 167^1 
TAousnt$d, Crown %oo. 6s. 

' It cannot he denied that "The Master 
Christian ** is a powerful book ; that it is ooe 
lilcely to rais^ unoomfortable questions in ail 
but the most self-satisfied readers, and that 
it strikes at the root of the failure of the 
Churches — the decay of faith— in a manner 
whicfa shows the inévitable dtsaster heapng 
up. . . . The good Cardinal Bonpré is a 
beautifnl figure, fit to stand beside the good 
Bifhop tn^' Les MiséraUes.** It is a book 
with a serions purpose estpressed with absolute 
unconventionality and passion. . . . And thb 
is to say it is a book worth reading.'— 
Exsuniner. 

TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN 
SUPREMACY. ijoikTkûmsasêd, Crown 
Zvo. 6s, 

* It is imposable to read soch a worie as 
" Temporal Power" without becoming con- 
vinced that the suxy is intended to convey 
certain criticisms on the ways of die worid 
and certain suggestions for the betterment 
of humanity. ... If the chief intention of 
the book was to hold the mirror np to shams, 
injustice, dishonesty, cruelt^, and a^^ect 
of conscience, nothîng bat |[>rai8e can be given 
to that intention.' — Mornsnr Pott. 

GOD'S GOOD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE 
STORY. xx^tkThmumd, Crownivo, 6s. 

Cotes (Mrs. SVarard). See Sara Jeannette 
Duncan. 

Cotterell (Oonstaaoe). THE virgin 

AND THE SCALES. Second Edition. 
Crown 8tw 6s. 

Crâne (Stephen) and Barr (BolMrtX 

THE O'RUDDY. Crown Stw. 6r. 
CrOCkett (8. R.), Author of *The Raiders,' 

etc. L(X:H INVAR. IHustrated. Tksri 

Edition, Crown %vo, 6s. 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Crown^o», 

6s, 
Croker(B.K.). ANGEL. Fmnn 

Crown 8»o, 6t, 
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PEGOYOFTHEBARTON& SixtkSdit, 

Crvwn 9v0, 6s. 
THS OLD CANTONMENT. Ctwm Btw. 

6*. 
A STATE SECRET. Third Editiân, Ctvwtt 

8ev. or. 6d. 
JOHANN A. Second SditiûH. CfVWH^M. 6s. 
THE HAPPY VALLEY. TAird Edition. 

Crown 8ei». 6t. 
A NINE DAYS' WONDER. Tkitd 

Edtii0M, Crown 8po. 6s. 
DftWSOn (A. J.). DANIEL WHYTE. 

CrottmBipo. yt. 6d. 
DOTle (A. OonftS), Anthor ot 'Sherlock 

Holmes,' 'The White Company/ etc. 

ROUND THE RED LAMP. liintA 

Edition, Crown 8cv. 6s. 

DancaB <Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everard 

Cotes). THOSE DELIGHTFUL 

AMERICANS. lilustrated. Tkird 

Edition, Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE POOL IN THE DESERT. Crown 

8fw. 6$. 
A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. Cr»um 

8ev. 3f . 6d, 

FiiuUater(J.H.x THE grfen graves 

OF BALGOWRIK. Fi/tk Edition. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Findlater (MazyX A NARROW WAY. 

Tkird Edition. Crown 8oo. 6t. 
THEROSE OF JOY. rjkird Edition. 

Crown vvo. 6s. 
See also Strand Novels. 
FttipatClèk (X.) THE WEANS AT 

ROWALLAN. Illustrated. Stcond Edi- 

iion. CrowM 9oo. 6t. 

ntntephen (Oenld). MORE kin 

THAN KIND. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Flet<dier (J. 8.). LUC i an the 

DREAMER. Crown^t». 6s. 
Fraser (Mrs. HmA), Amhor of ' The Stolen 

Emperor.' THE SLAKING OF THE 

SWORD. Crown9ipo. 6s. 
Oerard(])orottaea), Author of * Lady Baby.' 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 

Stcond Edition. Crown Zvo, 6s, 
HOLY MATRIMONY. Stcond Edition. 

Crown itfo. 6s. 
MADE OF MONEY. Croum Bvo. 6s. 
THE BRIDGE OF LIFE. Crown Svo. 6s. 
THE IMPROBABLE IDYL. Stcond 

Edition» Crown iivo. 6s. 
See alflo Strand Novels. 

Qerard ŒuUy). THE HERONS' 

TOWER. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
OiBSixur (OeonreX Author of 'Demos.' 'In 

theYear of Jubîlee/ etc. THE TOWN 

TRAVELLER. Stcond Edition. Crown 

Zvo. 6s. 
^^ See also Strand Novels. 
COtlg (GharlM). BUNTER'S CRUISE. 

Illustrated. Crown Zvo. y. 6d. 

BvTod^F.) CRranoeaFoxlMe BolMrteon)- 

THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. Crown 
ftvw. 6s. 



Eerberteon (Agnee a), patience 

DEAN. Crmim Zoo. 6s. 

HlolLaia (Eobert). THE prophet of 

BERKELEY SQUARE. Stcond Edition 

Crown Zvo. 6s, 
TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Stcond 

Édition, Crown Zvo. 6s. 
FELIX. Fi/ih Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
THE WOiÎAN WITH THE FAN. Sijctk 

Edition. Ctvwn Zvo. 6s. 
BYEWAYS. Crown Zvo. %s. 6d 
THE GARDKN OF ALLAH. Twt(/iA 

Edition. Crorvn Zvo. 6s, 
The BLACK SPANIEL. Croum Zvo. 6s. 
Hobbes {Mm Oliver). Auilbor of * Roben 

Orange.' TIIE SERlOUS WOOING. 

Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Hope (Anibony). THE OOD IN THE 

CAR. Ttnih Edition. Croton Zvo. 6s. 

' A rery remarkable book, deserving of 
crîtical analysis împossibTe witliin our lirait ; 
brilliant, but net superlîcial ; well considered, 
but not elaborated ; constructed with the 
proverbial art that conceals, but yet allows 
ttself to be enjoved by readers to whom fine 
literary method îs a keea pleasure.'— TAt 
IVorÙ 

A CHANGE OF AIR. SixtA Edition. 
Crown Zvo. es. 

'A graceful, Tivacious comedy, true to 
human nature. The characters are traced 
with a masterly hand.' — Times. 

AMANOFMARK. Fi/iA Edition. Crotvn 
Zvo. 6t. 

'Of ail Mr. Hope's books, "A Manof 
Mark" is the one which best compares with 
"The Prisoner of Ztndti." ' '- Nationai 
Obstrvtr. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 
TONIO. StventA Edition, CrownZvo. 65. 
' It is a perfectly enchanting story of love 
and chivalryi and pure ronfiance. The 
Count is the most constant, desperate, and 
modest aod tender of lovers, a peerless 
gentleman, an intreptd fîchter, a faithful 
friend, and a magnanimous?oe.*--^«ar<//A»*. 

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Millar. 
SixtA Edition. Crown Zvo. 6t. 

^ ' The taie is thoroughiy fre'sh, quick with 
vitality, stirring the blood.'— .S"/. Jamts's 
Gaztttt. 

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. SixtA Edition. 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 

'Tbere U searching analysis of human 
nature, with a most ingentously con- 
structed plot. ^ Mr. Hope lias drawn the 
contrasts of his women with marvellous 
subtletyand delkaicy.'— -TYmrf. 

THE KING'S MIRROR. FonriA Edition. 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 

' In élégance, delicacy, and tact it ranks 
with the DCât of his novels, while in the 
wide range of its portraiture and the subtil ty 
of its analysis it surpasses ail his earlier 
Teaturefc— o/0rte/tfn 
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QUISANTE. F0urtk EdiHûm, Crvnm 80». 
6f. 

'Thtt book it noubte for a Ttry h^h 
literary quality, and an impress of power and 

THE DÛLLY DIALOGUES. Crvam 8cwl 

6f. 
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC I^ûurtA 

Sditiûm, Crown ivô. 6t. 
Hop« jOrabam), Autborof' A Cardinal and 

htt Conscience/ etc., etc. THE LADY 

OFLYl'E. SeamdEd. Crcwnhoo. 6*. 

Uoifaûûk gbntnonx THE Mississippi 

BUBBLE. lUustrated. CrowmZw. 6r. 

Hovimaa (GlemeiiotK aglovale de 

G A LIS. Crvnm 8n«. 6t, 
Hjn« (0. J. CutOliffl), Anthor of ' Cantain 

Kettle.* ^R. HORROCKS. PURSER. 

Third Sditiûm, Crvtvnivû. or. 
JacOlM (W. W.X MANY CARGOES. 

Tweniy-iHgiak Edition, Crown 8w. 

SeS'URCHINS. Twel/ikEdHiom. Crown 

Zro. ys. 6d. 
A MAS1*ËR OF CRAFT. Illustrated. SixfA 

Edition. Crown 8rv. y. 6d. 

* Can be unreservedly reooramended to ail 
wbo hâve not lost their appetite for whole- 
some lauehter.'— ^^/*/«r. 

' The best humorous book publisbed for 
many a day.'—BiacJk nnd H^ktte. 
LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. /^U 
Edition. Crown Btv. ys» 6d, 
^ * His wit and humour are perfeclly irre- 
ststible. Mr. Jacobt writes of skippers, and 
mates, and seamen, and his crew are the 
Jolliest lot that ever sailed.* — Dai/p Nowt. 

* Latwhter in every page.'— /^o/iy MaiL 
JamMÇHflOnrX the soft SIDE. second 

Edition. Crown Zt'o. 6t. 
THE BETTER SORT. Crown 8iw. 6*. 
THE AMBASSADORS. Second Edition. 

Crown tvo. 6s. 
THE GOLDEN BOWL. TAsrd Ediiwn. 

Crown ivo. 6t. 

Jansoii (Onstaf). abraham's sacri- 
fice. Crown Èno. 6s. 

XmtbJR. a. lIltOll«UX HE THAT 
EATETH BREAD WITH ME. Crmvm 
Bpo. 6s. 

iMagMdf cy.) and Bonme (C. 

Harold). THE VALLEY OF IN- 

HERITANCE. Crown 9t>o. 6t. 
LawlAlS (Hon. BmllTX See Strand Novels. 
Lawion (HarrylAntbor of 'When the 

Billy Boib.' CHILDREN OF THE 

BUsH. Crown Bvo. 6t. 

Le Qneoz (W.). THE hunchback of 

WESTMINSTER. TÂtrd Edition. Crown 

Bvo. 6t, 
THE CLOSED BOOK. Tkv-d Edition. 

Cromm 8tv. 6t. 
THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

Illostimted. Third Edition. Crown 8cw. 

6b 



BEHIND THE THRONE. 
Crown dvo. 6t, 

Leteti-T«&ta 0L\ ORRAIN. 

Edition. Crown 9vo. 6t. 
IiBtOllOB.XÂlin). THBTRUEHISTORY 

OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON, Chriadan and 

CommnnisL T>we(/ik Edition. Mêdimm 

8w. 6d. 
LOOf (J. Luther), Co-Aathor of 'The 

DariinK of the Gods.' MADAME 

BUTTERFLY. CrMmSrw. %t.6d. 
SIXTY JANE. Crown^vo. 6r. 
Zârâll dUtUlX DERRICK VAUGHAN, 

NOVELÎST. 49m/ TAouumd. Cr. Bm. 

V.6d. 
■•StftbjOOStln a.), Aathor of ' If I were 

King.' THE LADY OF LOYALTY 

HOUSB. TM'rd Edition. Crown tw. 

6t. 
THE DRYAD. Second Edition. Crmwnhoo. 

6s. 
MâC}Hailg!lt>H(a.X THE FORTUNE OF 

CHRISTINA MACNAB. TAird Edition. 

Crown Bffv. 6s. 

Malet (LiicmX colonel enderby*s 

WIFE. Fonrtk Edition. Crvmm 80». 
6f. 

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. Kew 
Kdttion. Crown 000. 6t. 

LITTLE PETER. Second Edition. Crown 
%PO. ys.6d. 

THE WAGES OF SIN. Eomrteentk Edition. 
Crown ivo. 6t, 

THECARISSIMA. Fonrtk Edition. Crown 
%vo. 6t. 

THE GATELESS BARRIBR. Fonrtk Edi- 
tion. Crown Snw. 6a 

*In "The Gateleia Barrier** itts atoocc 
cîVident that, whilst Lacas Malet has pre* 
seryed her birthright of originatity, the 
artistry, the aotnalvriting, is above even 
the high lerel of the bodks that were bon 
before. — 'ffVr#iwûiu><rr Gasette. 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 
CALMADY. Seventk Editùn. 

* A picture finely and amply ccpceiired. 
In the itr e u g lh and tunght in which the 
story has been conoeived, in the vealth of 
fançy and rellection bestownl upoa itsexe» 
CQtioo, and in the raoTÎng sincoity of iu 
pathos throughout, " Str Richard Catanady" 
mu9t rank as the great noTel of a grût 
writer. '—Litemture. 

* The ripest fruit of Lucas Malet's gnios. 
A incture of maternai k>vc by turns tender 
and XKm}At.'^^Spoctmtor. 

■ann(lta.K.S.x OLIVIA'S SUMMER. 

Second Edition. Crown èao. 6a 
A LOST ESTATB. A New EdiHen, 

THE PARISH OF HILBY. A NemEditien. 

Crown 9fVo. 6t. 
THE PARISH NURSE. FomrtkEdiUom. 

Crown 8tw. 6t. 
GRAN'MA'S JANE. CrvmsSa». 6a 



•: 






I 



Fiction 



35 



ItRS. PBTER HOWARD. CrotvnBofi, 6s. 
A WINTBR'S TALE. A Ntw Edition, 

Crânm9v0. 6t. 
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. A Niw 

JS^iHon, Crtvm 800. 6s. 

S«e mlao Books for Boys and GirU. 
MarxioU (OharlesX Anthor of *The 

Colomii.' GENEYRA. Second Edition. 

MaMiLaUcliardX THE TWICKENHAM 

PEERAGE. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo.6s. 
A DUEL. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Second 

Edition, Crown 2ivo. 6s, 

See adao Strand Nov«ls. • 

MaMm (A. B. W.), Author of ' The Counship 

of Maurice Buckler/ *Mirrjida of the Bal> 

cony/eic. CLEMENTINA. lUustnUed. 

CfWvfnBvo. Second Edition. 6s. 
Hathan (Helen), Author of *Coniin' Chro' 

the Rye.' HONEY. FonrtÂ Edition. 

Crotvn 9vo. 6s. 
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Crown 

Zvo. 6s. 
THEFERRYMAN. Second Edition. Crown 

Svo. 6s. 
1UZW«11 (W. B.), Author of 'The Raned 

MeMenger.' VIVIEN. SixtA Edttton. 

Crown Zvo. 6s. « 

KaadA CL T.X DRIFT. Second Bditïon. 

Crown %vo, 6s. 
RESURGAM. Crown BtfO. 6s, 

See aiso Strand Novels. 
H6X«dltll (BUifl). HEART OF MV 

HE ART. Crown ^o. 6s. 
Wm HôIIJ' (The Author of% THE 

GREATRECONCILER. Crown Uto. 6s. 

lfitford(B«rtniii). thesignofthe 

SPIDER. Illustrated. Sixtk Edition. 

IN THE wrfiRL OF THE RISING. 

Third Edition. Crown ^00. 6s. 
TH E RE D DERELICT. Second Edition. 

Crown 8ev. 6s. 
Kontraior (F. F.X Author of Mnto the 

HÎRhways and Hedges.' THE ALIEN. 

Third Edition. Crown 9t>o, 6s, 

Korrlson (Artlmrx tales of MEAN 

STREETS. Sixtk Edition, CrownZno, 6s. 
'A great hook. The author's method is 
amasinglf effective, and |»rodttcei a thrilling 
sensé 01 reality. The writer lays upon us a 
master hand. The hook is simply appalling 
anci irreststihie in itt interest. It is hnmor* 
011s also ; withottt humour it wouM not make 
the mark it is certain to make.'— If^i^/e^ 

ACHILDOFTHBJAOO. Fouttk Edition. 
Crown Uto» 6s, 

*The hook is a màstiapLtc^'^Pnli AfeUi 
Geuette, 

TO LONDON TOWN. Second Edition. 
Crvwonèno, 6s. 

'Thia is the new Mr. Arthur Morrison. 
nadons and tender, lymiHUlMtic and 
EnnaB.'— i\nXr Teiegmpk. 



CUNNING MURRSLL. ÇrownUto. 6s. 
'Admiiable. . . . Delightful humorous 
relief ... a most artlstic and satisfactory 
achievemenL'— sSiMc/a/^r. 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Pourth Edi- 
tion, Crown 9vo. 6s, 

* A masterpiece of artistic realism. It has 
a finality of touch that only a master may 
comniand.'-»/>«t^ ChromcU. 

'An absolu le master|»ece, which any 

novelist might be proud todaun.' — Gratkic. 
'"The Hole in the Wall" is a masterly 

|Mece of work. His characters are drawn 

with amaaing skill. Extraordinary power.' 

-^Daily TeUgraph. 
DIVERS VANlTlES. Crown ^Xfo. 6s. 
NeBMt (E.). (Mrs. E. Bland). THE RED 

HOUSE lUustnited. EomrtA Edition. 

Crown BnfO, 6s. 
See also Strand Novehu 
NOZTifl (W. B.X THE CREDIT OF THE 

COUNTY. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THEEMBARRASSINGCRPHAN. Crown 

Zvo. 6s. 
NIGEL'S VOCATION. Crown%po. 6s. 
BARHAM OF BELTANA. Second Edition. 

Crotvn Bvo. 6s, 
See also Strand Novels. 

omvaat (AlflredX OWD BOB, the 

GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. EifktA 
Edition. Crown 8cv. 6s. 

OmMBÎMlm (B. PbiUlpsX master of 

MEN. TJurd Edition. Crown %vo. 6s. 
OXa&lUUn (JolmX Author of 'Barbe of 

Qnoà Bayou. ^A WEAVER OF WEBS. 

Second Edition. Crown %vo. 6s. 
THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Fonrth 

Edition. Crown Brv. 6s. 

Pain (Barry). three FANTASIES. 

Crown 8fv. xx. 
LINDLEYKAYS. Third Edition. Crown 
8tv. 6s. 

Parker (Ollbertx PIERRE and his 

PEOPLE. Sùcth Edition. 
'Stories happily conceived and finely 

executed. Tnere is «treneth and genius 

in Mr. Parker's style.'— i>«/(r Teiegra^ 
MRS. FALCHION. Fi/th Edition. Crown 

Boo. 6s. 
'A splendid study of charaaer.'— 

Athenétum, 
THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

Second Edition. Crown ^oo. 6s. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus- 
trated. ^Ninih Edition. Crown %ro. 6s. 
'A rottsing and dramatic taie. A book 

Kke thia is a joy bexpressible.' — /74u(f 

Chroniele. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTI AC î 

The Story of a Lost Napoléon. Fi/îh 

Edition. Crown îivo. 6s. 

* Hère we find romanc e rea l , breatbing. 
Itving romance. The character of Valmond 
is drawn imenringly.'— P«// Mail Geuette. 
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AN ADVBNTURER OF THK NORTH : 
Tbe Lmat AdvenCiirM of 'Pretty Pierre.' 
Tkérd JUù'H^m, Crvmitew. 6s, 

* The prêtent book ie foll of fine and movîng 
•tories of tbe créât North,' -^ Glatpow 
Htralâ, 

THK SEATS OP THR MIGHTY. Illus- 
trated. F^nrtêiwth Edttiûn. Cfvmm 9vo. 6t. 
' Mr. Parker has produced a raaily fine 
historical norel.* — Atktmamm. 

* A great book.'— ^/«e/l mnd WkiU, 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 

Romance of Two Kingdotou. lUintrated. 
FiflkEditiom, Cf9wmh>». 6$. 

^ Nothinf raore vigorous or more human 
bat corne frM» Mr. Gilbert Parker tfaan 
this novet.' — Littfutvre. 
THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES; 
Second Edition, Crotvn 8fw. 3t. 6d, 

* Unforced pathos, and a deeper knowledge 
of human nature than be has diaplayed te< 
fore. '—/>«// AfaIlG4ÊMtte. 

Pemberton (MaxX THE FOOTSTRPS 

OF A THRONE. Ilhistrated. Tkird 

Edition, Crown Zvo, 6x. 
I CROWN THEE KING. With IHustra. 

tions bj Frank Dadd and A. Fometier. 

Crown évo. 6t. 
PhlllpotU (BdeaX LYING PROPHETS. 

Crown 8v«. 6r. 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Fi/lh Edi- 

tion* Crown oiw. or. 
THE HUMAN BOY. Witb a Front»piece. 

Fourth Edition. Crown 8cw. 6s, 
'Mr. Phillpotts knows exactly whal 

school-boyi oo, and can lay bare their 

inmost thoughts; likewise he tbowsan ail- 

pervadlng sensé of humour.* — ActuUmj, 
SONS OF THE MORNING. Sœcnd 

Edition. Crown Scw. 6s, 

* A book of strange powerand fascination.' 
— Morninf Posi, 

THE RIVER. Tkird Edition, Cr, 8tw. 6s. 
'"The Rtv«r" |>Uoes Mr. Phillpotts ia 
tbe front rank of living novelists. '—Punch. 

'Since "Loraa Doone" we bave' bad 
nothing so picturesque as cfais new romance. ' 
-^Birminf^^mm Gmitito, 

^ * Mr. Pnillpotts's new book is a master- 
pièce whîch brings bim indisputably into the 
front rank of English novelists.*— i^«//^/a// 
Gaseiie. 

' This ^jnaX romance of the River Dart. 
The finest book Mr. Eden Phillpotts has 
wrîtten.' — Mominr Post 
THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Tkird 

Edition, Crown 8t»A 6f« 
THE SECRET WOMAN. Fourth Edition, 

Crown 8cw. 6*. 
KNOCK AT A VENTURE. Tkird 
Edition, Crown %vo. 6s. 
See also Strand Novels. ^ 

PiOktliaU dffarma^nteX SAfo THE 

Cfvwn 
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FISHBRMAN. Fl^h 
ton» 6f. 



BRENDLB. SoeomdSéiaêm. O«iWii0M i . <fc 

*tt.' Aothor of 'Dead Ifan's Rodk.* THE 

WHITS WOLF. Sœond Edition, Crown 

Bhjl (flnoèX THE WOOING OF 
^HEILA. Soe»md Edition, Crown Bool 

6t. 
THE PRINCE OF LISNOVER. Crown 

6vo. 6s, 

Vtyu (Orao*) and Aaolker. the di- 

V£RT1:D VILLAGE. With llîuscrations 

by DoROTHY GwvK jBrritBYS. Crown 

8cv. 6s. 
Bldge (W. Peux LOST PROPERTY. 

Second Edition. Crown %vo, 6*. 
ERB. Soeond Edition, Crown Svo. 6*, 
A SON OF THE STATE. A Now Edition. 

Crown 8cw. xs. 6d, 
A BREAKER OF LAWS. A New Edition, 

MRsT^GALER'S BUSINESS. Sœowi 

Edition, Crown Sfo. 6s. 
SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. Crown 

Bpo, xs. 6d. 
BtfeeM» (JUt. DKfid G.X THE TRUTH- 

FULLIAR. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
BokWto (C. O. D.X THE HEART OF 

THE ANCIENT WOOD. Crowm 8ml 

RUMli (W. CUAX MY DANISH 
SWEETHEART. lUustrated. Ft/lk 
Edttton, Crown 8w. or. 

HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. lihntcated. 
Second Edition, Crown 6tw. 6s. 
See also Strand Novels. 

BoiMnt (AdÉllaeX anthea'S way. 

Crown Bùo, 6e. 
THE PROGRESS OF RACHEL. Crown 

THe'mYSTERY of THE MOAT. Second 

Edition, Crown Boo. 6s. 
MRS. LYGON'S HUSBAND. Cr. 8m. 6s. 

See also Stzand Novels. 
Bluumoil (W. F.>. THE MESS DECK. 
Crown 8tw. 34; 6d, 
See also Strand Novds. 
SonnichwwKAllwrtX DEEP SEA VAGA- 
BONDS. Crown 8mu 6s. 

ThamvÊOU. (VaaoeX SPINNERS OF 

LIFE. Crown %iPO, 6s, 
UrqvlMurt (M.) A TRAGEDY IN COM- 
MONPLACS. SecmsdEd, Crown Sm. 6s. 

Waliumaa (PaiOX BY A finnish 

LAKB. Crmom Boo, 60, 
THE SONG OF TUS FOREST. Crowm 
8fw. 6*. See also Strand Novels. 

W&tMn (H. B. KftxrbittX alaruus 

AND EXCURSIONS. CrownBoo. 6s. 
CAPTAIN FORTUNE. TkMLEaitiom. 

TWISTED EGLANTINE. Wtih 8 Illns. 
trations by Frank Craig. Second Edition, 
CrownBoo, 6e. See abo Strand Novelsi 

Wells (H. a> THE SEA LADY. Cf 
6e. 
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NiMtÊtmh Edilit». CriTvmt... _. 
WUM (SMWaTtB.j. Amhorof'TliïBIiued 
T™I.' CONJUROR'S HOUSE. a 
Remua oflïe Fi« TniL SiatUEditùm. 

WUto (P«r^. THS SYSTXII. ThirJ 

EdiHtn. QmHtof. 6t. 
THE PATin-'T UAN. ^Avik/ Edititn. 

Cmm%vt. «I. 
WllUftnuon (Km. O. KA Anibor of 'Tht 

Birutonnei*.' THlT ADVENTURE . 

OF PRINCESS SVLVIA. " 



I THK WOMAN WBO DARED. Omm 

'. THE5KAC0ULDTSLI. SKtnd EUtitm. 
Cmmive. &. 
THE CASTLE OF THE 5HADOWS. 
Tkiril EJiliat. Cnwntw.. il, 
S« tO» Scrud Novell. 

WimuuMii <a. V. aad A. M.X THE 

LIGHTNING CONDUCl OR : Btin» Ihc 
Rocnuoc of ■ UotoT Cu. lUunMd. 
TkirUtitlk EJitiett. Crtam tut. b. 
THE PR1NÇ£SS_ PASSES, llluinud. 
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Hethnes's Strand Novels 

CtwmSvô, Clelh, \s. nit. 
£hcodiacxd by tbe grut uid uoidy ulc of tbvLr Sixpuiny Novell, Menr^ Mctlran bjLVe 

(■■icniiiiHlIoiuiieiincii'KTiciof fiction it M low pria underUit tille of ' Metkueh'i Stiahd 
Nnvaii.' TlitH boolu »re well prinled ud well boond in ehik, ind Ihe eictlIcDce ai Iheii 
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Xbey feel auM Ihit >h( 

Tbf titl volimm ait— 
BftlfODT UadMWX VENGEANCE IS 

HlNe. 
TO ARMS. 



Bartow (Jua). Auihor of 'Iriih Idyll». 

FROM THK EAfiT UNTO THE 

WEST 
A CREEL OF IRISK STORIES. 
THK FOUNDINli OF FORTUNES. 
B«r(BobBrt(. THE VICTOKS. 

Bartnin tOMnel. THIRTEEN evek. 

INGS. 
B«ll*(nt tX- F.). Aolber -rf 'Dodo.' THE 

BaBttnt Mlr' ir»lt«r). A fivk-years" 

TRVST. 
Bowlaata.BtvwvtK a STRETCH Off 

THK LAND. 
BrooM (BniSM). THE POET'S CHILD- 
BnUOCk (Hbui F.). THE BARRYS. 
THE CHARMER. 
THE SQUIREEN. 
THE RED LEAGUERS 

Bnrton U- BlonndeU*). ACKOSS tue 

s ALT SE AS. 
THE CLASH OF ARMS. 
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CbBinçT (WMtbBTbr). THE BAPTIST 

RiNa 

THE BRANDED PRINCE. 
TUB rOlTNDERED G AI. LEON. 



A FLASH OF 
THE DOCTOR 
NS OF A&VER- 
UNDS m THE 
ROMANCE OF 
BLACK WOLF'S 



HE DBSPATCH 



CLYDE. 
DEUPTION OF 
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KUVnth t'^ w^l'ti , THE FtTPPET 
^CROWN, 

■■oklajPwillMBndfwd). THEVOICE 

IN THE DESERT. 

SÙtk (UAard). THE SEEN AMD 

THE VMSEEN. 
GAENBRED. 
A HETAMORPHOSIS. 
MARVELS AND MVSTERIES. 
BOTH SIDKS OF THE VEIL. 
■viUfJ-V.). THECYNICAND THE 

llMd«<L.'T.l. OUT OF THE FASHION. 

MoBUumM UUaak love iN A life. 

JtoowOrUmr). THE KNIGHT PUNC- 

TILIOÛS. 
HHUt Obt-BUnd). THELtTBRARV 

SEKSlt 
aonll (W. K.). AN OCTAVE. 



hur <lCn. F. A.). A ifDCKD UA 

PbillBOttl (IdMiX THE STRIKINC 
FANCy FRBB. 

RandaKJ.». auntbethia'SBUTTON. 

BuiII0Bd(ir«tt«I1. FORTUNE'S DAR- 
Rhn «Mm}. THE DIVBRTKD VTU^ 

Blekartnditw. outofthecyprsss 

■«iMrtanàLE.). agaixantquaker 
Sktuidan (HudutU). rose A char- 

LITTE. 

SnËMiit (AdalUw). accused and 
accuser. 

BARBARA s MONEY. 

THE ENTHDSIAST. 

A GREAT LADY. 

THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. 

THE UASTER OF BESCHWOODl 



W. K. UDOonu m 
Brownc Stami EJi 



WiUaa m. B. JlHiiott-). THE SKIRIS 
OF BAPPV CHANCE. 

Books for BoTB and Oirlfl 
CrowH 9tM>. 31. 6d. 



Wmj. OF Da»THT. By Mn 



Bytin. 

By S. Buirf- 

Ohlt a Guaud-Rooh Dos. By Rdiih E. 

Cnlbcll. 
Tri Docto* or -rtn Juliet. Bt Hury 

ColliBrwood. 
LlTTLi FmH. By Locu Mulet. Stand 

Hactbi RocKArauAB'i Votacc By W. 
CbikRwMll 

The HonlB of Alezaadrs Dnmaa 

Prictid. DimUtVri*ma,u. 

Tr Tuna Mvskktuis. Wih m long r Tkx Comicah Bucitrbiq 
tntTodocdon by Andieir Luif. Dûable I GioitciL 
voluniL Ckop-Eario Jac<}U«ti J, 

Tm Pnihcs or Tht>*b. Stctmd Editiàit. i T>n.vrv Viab Aftsr. 

RoiUf HooD. A Scqucl la tta (bon. I Aiuuit 



SVD BBLTdH : ui, uiB Dur WDV 

uSo. ByC.MuviUeFai. 
Tn Rkd Giaxck. By Hn. U 
A C»L or m PsorLE. By L. T. k 
HepstGipst. By I. t. MtMi*. «. _ 
Thi Hohodiabu Mtas. By L. T. Mait. 
Thehewasohcc aPrihcb. Byltn.U.E. 

ByHn.If.E 
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Thb Caitlb of BratTsm. 

Thb Snowball, and Sultakbtta. 

Cbcilb ; OR, Ths Wkddxnc Gown. 

Acte, 

Thb Black Tulip. 

TmB VlCOMTB DK BrACBLONNB. 

Part I. Lmii» d« la Vallière. Doubla 

Volume. 
Part II. Th« Man b the In» Maak. 
Double Volume. 
Tm CoNvicT's Son. 
Thb Wolf-Lbader. 
Nanon; ok, Thb Wombn* Was. Double 

volume. 
Paulinb; Mukat; and Pascal Bruno» 
Thb Advbnturbs of Captain Pamphilb. 
Fbrnandb. 
Gabriel Lambert. 
Catherine Blum. 
Thb Chbvalibr D'Harmental. Double 

volume. 
Sy-vawdirb. 
Thb Fencinc Master. 
Thb Réminiscences of Antonv. 
conbcibncb. 
*Thb Regrnt's Daughter. a Sequel to 

Chevalier d'Harmental. 

niartraUd Edlttoa. 

Thr Threb Muskrtebrs. Illustrated in 
Cokmr by Frank Adama. ar. 6d. 

Thb Prince of Thievbs. Illustrated in 
Colour by Frank Adams. ar. 



Robin Hooo thb Outlaw. Illustrated la 

Colour by Frank Adams. as, 
The Corsican Brothers. Illustrated In 

ColottrbyA.M. M*Lellan. ts,6€l. 
The Wolf-Lbader. Illustrated in Colour 

by Frank Adams. is. 6d. 
Georges. Illustrated in Colour by Munro Orr. 

TwENTT Years Aftbr. lUustrated in Colour 
by Frank Adams. v. 

Ahaury. Illustrated in Colour by Gordon 
Brc^ne. as, 

The Snowball, and Sultanetta. Illus- 
trated in Colour by Frank Adams. as, 

Thb Vicomtb de Bragelonne. Illustrated 
in Colour by Frank Adams. y. 6d, 

*Crop-£arbd Jacquot ; Tanb ; Etc. Illus- 
trated in Colour bvG<»rdon Browne. is,6d. 

Thb Castlb of Kppstbin. Illustrated in 
Colour bv Stewart Orr. xx. 6d. 

Acrt, Ilinstrated in Colour by Gordon 
Browne. is. 6d. 

*Cectlb ; OR, The Wbdding Gown. Illus- 
trated in Colour by D. Murray Smith. 
xs, 6d. 

*Thb Advbnturbs of Captain Pamphilb. 
Illustrated in Colour by Frank Adams» 
is. 6d, 

* Fernande. Illustrated in Colour by Munro 
Orr. ai. 

*The Black Tulip. Illustrated in Cokmr by 
A. Orr. xs. 6d, 
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ATuton (Jaao). PRIDE AND pré- 
judice. 
Baden-PowéU (KaJ<n>0«iieral B. 8. 8.). 

THE DOWNFALL OF PRKMPEH. 
Bacot (SidlAld). A ROMAN MVSTER V. 

Ba&oiur (Andrew). BY stroke of 

SWORD. 
Barlllff-Ckrald (8.). FURZB BLOOM. 
cheap JACK ZITA. 
KITTY ALONE. 
l/RITH. 

THE BROOM SQUIRB. 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 
NOEML 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALE.S. Illustrated. 
LITTLE TUTENNY. 
THE FROBISHERS. 
•WINEFRED. 

Barr jBobsrt). JENNIE baxter, 

JOURNAL IST. 
I IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. 
THE COUNTE.«» TEKLA. 
THE MUTABLE MANY. 
BOUKm (B. F.). DODO. 

Btoimdélle-Biirtoii (J.). across the 

SALT SEAS. 

Bronti (Cbazlotto). shirley. 
Brownall <a L.). THE heart OF 

JAPAN. 



Oafflm (Mri.). 'Iota.' anne maulb- 

COlilbrd dm. W. K.). A FLASH OF 

summer. 
mrs keith's crime. 
ConneU (F. HoxreTi). THE nigger 

KNIGHTS. 
*Cooper (B. H.). A FOOL'S YEAR. 
CorbêU (Julian). A BUSINESS IN 

GREAT WATERS. 

Groker (Un. & M.), peggy of the 

BARTONS. 
A STATE SECRET. 
ANGEL. JOHANNA. 

Dante (AlisMeii). THE vision of 

danteTcary). 
Dojle (A. Conan). ROUND THE RED 

LAMP. 

Dnncan (Barali JeannetteX a voyage 

of CONSOLATION 
THOSE DELIGHTFUL AMERICANS. 
BllOt (George). THE MILL ON THE 

FLOSS. 

Flndlater (Jane HA THE green 

GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. 

OaUonCTOm). rickerby'S folly. 

QaskéU (MM.). CRANFORD. 
MARY BARTON. 
NORTH AND SOUTH. 
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,). THE TOWN TRAVEL-, 



THR CROWN OF LIFE. 

OlMTlUl ffMâl TUE IMCA-S 

TREASUKÊ. 
THE KLOCHT BRIDE. 
OtalK «OUOlMI- EiUNTER'S CRUI5S. 
CuSm (Ife* ftvtbna). CRIUVS 

FAIRY TALES. IlluiDmud. 
Bon (IsthOBrl. A IIAN OP HARK- 
A aï ANGE OV AIR. 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 

ANTONIO. 
PKROSO. 



BonVH (B. T. 
NOTALES. 



E OF 
KOF 
UIS. 



lletM AitbarL THBGavckcxivbss 
MORlMm UittwX TBB UOLE IN 

THE WALL. 
NmDUO,). THE REJ) HOUSE. 
iroRla(îr.B.t. KIS GRACE. 
Cl LES INGiLBy. 

THE CREDIT OF TJIE COUNTy. 
LORD LFONARD. 



_ S FORTUNE- 

Ogfmat»Ua A IkUllpi). MASTeR OP 

PlTtarMUlNrt). THE POUf OF THE 

LAVILETTË& 
WHEKVALMONOCAMETOPONTIAC 
THE TRAIL OF THE S WORD. 
FanbMton «azl. TH£ FOOTSTSPS 

OF A THRONS. 
I CROWN THEE KING. 
FUllpotta aOtn). THE HUHAK BOV. 
CHlffiRENOF THE MI ST. 
U(Ûn(W.r*tU. A SON OFTHESTATX. 
UMTPHOPÈkTY. 
GEORGE AND THE GEMBRAl. 
BniMll <ir. OUA). A UARKIACE AT 

SEA. 
ABANDONED. 

M Y DANISU SWEETHEART. 
Smnuit lAAdtl»), TUK HASTER OF 

BARBA R AS HONEY, 
THB VELLOW DIAMOND. 

Bnrtau <K. B.). Handley cross. 

lUiutnltd. 
MR. SPONGB-S SPORTING TODR. 

Ilhumtcd. 
.43K HAMMA. lUiWnted. 

Ttiantim dUtor £• >■)■ veldt aKD 

I.AAnP.R. 

MR. SMITH. 
. - .. JMOTKER. 

Vatuu m. B. Manioc. THE adven- 

irs«kMtA.'B.t. PRISONERS OF WAR. 
Vdll(E.a.». THESTOLEN BAaLLU& 
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